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S CE N E. I. 
Enter Rodorigo and Jago. 


RO DORIS o. 
Dun never tell me, Itake it much unkindly, 
har thou, Jago, who haſt had my purſe, 

As if the ſtrings were thine , ſhouldſt know 
of this. 
: Jago. But you'll not hear me. 
ever I did dream of ſuch a matter, abhor me. 
Rod. Thou toldſt me, thou didſt hold him in thy hate. 
Jago. Deſpiſe me If I do not. 
Three great ones of the City, 
In perſonal ſuit to make me his Lieutenant, 


Ot <0, x0; 
N 


Ofr' cap't to him: And by the faith of Man 
Iknow my price, I am vous no worſe a place. 5 
2 ut 
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4 OT HELLO, 
But he, as loving his own pride and pur poſes, 
Evades them, with a bumbaſt circumſtance , 
Horribly ſtuft with Epithets of War; 
Non: ſuits my Mediators ; for certes, ſays he, 


© Thavealready choſe my Officer. And what was he? 


Forſooth, a great Arithmetician , 
One Michael Caſſio, a Florentine, 
A Fellow almoſt damn'd ina fair Wife; 
That never ſet a Squadron in the Field, 
Nor the diviſion of a Battel knows 
More than a Spinſter , unleſs the bookiſh theorick , 
Wherein the tongued Conſuls can propoſe 
As maſterly as he; meer prattle , without praice 
Is all his Soldierſhip, But he, Sit; had th' election: 
And I, of whom his eyes had ſeen the proof 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus , aud on other grounds 
Chriſtian, and Heathen, muſt be be lee'd, and calm'd 
By Debitor, and Creditor. This Counter-caſter, _ 
He, in good time, muſt his Lieutenant be, 
Aud I, Sir, bleſs the mark, his Moor- ſhi p's Ancient. 
Rod. By Heav'n, I rather would have been his 
Hangman. 
Jago. Why there's no remedy, tis the curſe of ſeryice; 
Preferment goes by Letter, and Affection, 
And not by old gradation, where each ſecond | 
Stood Heirtoth' firſt. Now, Sir, be Judge your ſelf, 


Whether in any juſt term I'm affin'd , 
To love the Moor? | 

Red. I would not fallow him then. 

Jago. O, Sir, content you; N 
I follow him to ſerve my turn upon him. 1 


We cannot all be Maſters; nor all Maſters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark 
Many a dutious and knee crooking Knave, 
That, doting on his own obſequious bondage 1 
Wears out his time, much like his Maſter's Aſs, 
For nought but provender, & when he's old, caſheer'd 
Whip me ſuch honeſt Kuaves, Others there are * 
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Whotrimm'd in forms and vifages of duty , 

Keep = their hearts attending on themſelves : 

And throwing but ſhows of ſervice on their Lords, 

Do well thrive by them; and when they have lin'd 
their coats , | 


Do themſelves homage. Theſe Fellows have ſome ſoul, 


And ſuch a one do I profeſs my ſelf. 

For, Sir, as ſureas you are Rodorigo , 

Were Ithe Moor, I would not be Jago: 

In following him, I follow but my ſelf. 

Heav'n is my Judge, not I, for love aud duty, 

But ſeeming lo, Br my peculiar end: 

For when my outward action doth demonſtrate 

The native act and figure of my heart 

In complement extern, tis not long after 

But I will wear my heart upon my fleeve , 

For Daws to peck at: I am not what am. 

Rod. W hat a full fortune does the thick lips owe 

If he can carry't thus? 

Jago. Call up her Father, 

Rouſe him, make after him, poiſop his delight; 

Proclaim him in the ſtreets; incenſe her Kinſmen. 

And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with Flies: Tho' that his joy be joy; 

Vet throw ſuch changes of vexation on't, 

As it may loſe ſome colour, | 
Rod. Here is her Father's houſe , I'll call aloud. 
Jago. Do, with like timerous accent, and dite yell, 

As when, by night and negligence, the Fire 

Is ſpied in FR_ Cities. 
Rod. What ho! Brabantio ! Signior Brabantio ! ho! 
Jago. Awake! What ho! Brabantio Thieves, 
Thieves! Thieves ! 

Look to your houſe , your Daughter, and your bags; 


Thieves | Thieves ! 


Enter Brabantio above. 
Bra. What is the reaſon of this terrible ſummons ? 
A3 Whay 
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What is the matter there ? 
Rod. Signiop „is all your Family within? 
Jago. Are your doors lock d: 
Bra. Why ? Wherefore ask you this ? | 
Jago. Sir, you are robb'd;for ſhame put on your gown, 
Your heart is burſt , you have loſt half your Soul 4 
Even now, very now, an old black Ram 
Is tupping your white Ewe. Ariſe, ariſe, 
Awakethe ſnorting Citizens with the bell, 
Orelſethe Deyil will make a Grandſire of you. 
Ariſe I ſay. | 
Bra. What „have you loſt your wits? 
Rod.Moſt Reverend Siguior,do you know my yoice? 
Bra. Not I; what are you? 
Rod. My name is Rodorigo. 
Bra. The worſer welcome; 
I have charg'd thee not to haunt about my doors: 
In honeſt — thou haſt heard me ſay, 
My Daughter is not for thee. And now in madneſs, 
Being full of ſupper , and diſtempering draughts , 
Upon malicious knavery, doſt thou come 
To ſtart my quiet. 
Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir. 
on Bur hoy uy ſt 2 be ny ; 
My ſpirits and my place have in their power 
To — 40 this > te to thee. ih 
Rod. Patience, good Sir, 
Bra, What tell'{t thou me of robbing? This is Venice: 
My Houſe is not a Grange. <3 
Rod. Moſt grave Brabantio , 
In ſimple aud pure Soul, I come to you. 
Jago. Sir, you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve 
God, if the Devil bid you. Becauſe we come to do you 
ſervice., aud you think we are Ruffians, you'll have 
your Bfgnghter cover'd with a Barbary Horſe ; you'll 
have your Nephews neigh to you , you'll haye Courſers 
for Couſins , and Gennets for Germans. 
Bra. What profane wretch art thou? 


Jags, 
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Jago. I am one, Sir, that comes to tell you, your 
Daughter and the Moor ate making the with two 


backs. 


Bra. Thou art a Villain. 
Jago. Vou are a Senator. 
Bra. This thou ſhalt anſwer. I know thee ; Rodorigo. 
Rod. Sir, I will anſwer any thing. But I befeech you, 
If it be your pleaſure, and moſt wil conſent , 
As partly I find it is, that your fair Daughter, 
At this odd even and dull Watch o'th' night, 
Tranſported with no worſe not better guard, 
But with a Knave of common hire , a Gondalier, 
To the groſs claſps of a Jaſcivious Moor: = 
Ifthis be known to you, and your allowance, 
We then have done you bold and ſaucy wrongs. 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 
We have your wrong Rebuke. Do not believe 
That from the ſenſe of all civility , 
I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 
Your Daughter , if you have nor given her leave , 
I ſay again, hath made a groſs revolt; | . 
Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit, and Fortunes, 
In an extravagant, and wheeling Stranger, 
Of here and every where; ſtraight latisfle your (elf, 
If ſhe be in her Chamber, or your Houſe, 
Let looſe on me the Juſtice of the State 
For thus delnding you. 
Bra. Strike on the tinder , ho! 
Give mea Taper... call up all my People 
This accident is not unlike my dream , 
Belief of it oppreſſes me already. 
Light, I ſay, light? 
2 Farewel ; for I muſt leave you: 
It ſeems not meet, nor wholſome to my place 
To be produc'd, as if Iſtay, Ifhall, 
Againſt the Moor. For 1 do know the State, 
owever this may gall him with ſome check, 
Cannot with ſafety caſt him. For he's embark d 
29 £ A4 With 


8 OTHELLO, 
With ſuch loud reaſon to the Cyprus Wars, 
Which even now ſtands in act, that for their Souls; 
Another of his fadom they have none, 
To lead their buſineſs. In which regard, 
Tho' I do hate him as I do Hell's paing , 
Vet, for neccſlity of preſent life, 
I muſt ſhew out a Flag, and ſign of Love, (him, 
Which is indeed but ſign. That you may ſurely find 
Lead to the Sagittary the raiſed (earch; 
And there wall be with him. So farewel. ( Exit 
Enter Brabantio in his Night-gown , with Servants 
and Torches. 
Bra. It is too true an evil: Gone ſhe is, 
And what's to come of my deſpiſed time, 
Is naught but bitterneſs. Now , Rodorigo, 
Where didſt thou ſee her? Oh unhappy Girl !, .: 
With the Moor ſaiſt thou > Who would be a Father? 
How didſt thou know 'twas ſhe ! Qn ſhe deceives me 
Paſt thought... what ſaid ſheto you? Get more Tapers.. 
Raiſe all my Kindred ... Are they married, think you? 
Rod, Truly Ithink they are. 
Bra. Oh Heav'n! How got ſhe out? 
Oh treaſon of my blood 
Fathers, from hence truſt not your Daughters minds 
By what you ſee them act. Is there not charms, 
By which the property of Youth and Maidhood 
May be — ? Have you not read, Rodorigo, 
Of ſome ſuch thing ? : x 

Rod. Ves, Sit, I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my Brotners;oh would you had had her! 
Some one way, ſome another .. Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moor? 

Rod. Ithink I candicover him, if you pleaſe 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you lead on. At every houſeT'll call; 

I may command at muſt. Ger weapons, hoa! 

And raiſe ſome ſpecial Officers of might. 

On, good Rodorigo, I'll deſerye your pains, fark 
; 5 
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Q SCENE II. 
The Street, - 
wm Enter Othello, Jago, and Attendants, 


with Torches. 


* Jo. 


Ho in the trade of War I have ſlain Men, 
Vet do Iholdit very ſtuffo'th' conſcience 
To do no contriv'd murder : I lack iuiquity 
Sometimes to do me ſervice. Nine or ten times 
her? ¶ I had thought to havejerk'd him here under the ribs, 
e Oth. Tis better as it is. , 
rs. Jago. Nay, but he prated, 
ou? And (poke ſuch ſcurvy and provoking terms, 
— your Honour, 
Thar with the little godlineſs I have, 
I did full hard forbear him. But I pray Sir, 
inds Are you faſt married? Be aſſur'd of this, 
Tbat the Magnifico is much belov'd, 
And hath in his effect a voice potential 
As double as the Duke's : He will divorce you. 
Or put upon you, what reſtraint or grievance, 
The Law, with all his might to enforce it on. 
her! | Will give him cable. 
| Oth. Let him do his ſpight: 
My Services, which I have done the Signor, 
Shall out- tongue his complaints. Tis yet to know; 
Which, when I know that boaſting is an honour , 
| I ſhall promulgate. l fetch my life and being, 
From Men of Royal Siege; and my demerirs 
May ſpeak , unbonnetted, as proud a Fortune 
unt. As this that I have reach'd. For know, Jago, 


8 *** But 
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10 OTHELLO, 
But that I !ove the gentle Deſdemona, 
I would not my unhouſed free condition 


Put into circumſcription and con fine, 
For the Seas worth. But look! What lights come yonder? 


Enter Caſſio with Torches. 
Jago. Thoſe are the raiſed Father; and his Friends 


You were beſt go in. 
Oth. Not I; I muſt be found. 


My parts, my title, and my perfect ſoul 


Shall manifeſt me _—_ Is it they ? 

Jago. By Janus, Ithink no. 

Oth. The Servants of the Duke, and my Lieutenant: 
The goodneſs of the night upon you, Friends , 
What is the News? 

Caſ. The Duke does greet you, General, 
And he requires your haſte , poſt haſte appearance, 
Even on the inſtant. 
Oth. What is che matter, think you? 
Caſ. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine: 
It is a buſineſs of ſome heat. The Gallies 
Have ſent a dozen ſequent Meſſengers 
This very night, at one anothers heels: 
And many of the Conſuls, rais'd and met, 
Are at the Duke's already. You have been hotly 
call'd for, 
When being not at your lodging to be found , 
The 2 ſent out three ſeveral Queſts, 
To ſearch you out. 
- O©th. Tis well Jam found by you: 
I will but ſpend a word here in the houſe, 
And go with you. (Ex. Othello. 
Caſ. Ancient, what makes he here? 
Jago. Faith, he to- night hath boarded a land Carrac, 


If it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever. 


Caſ. I do notunderſtaud, 
Jago. He's married. 


Caſ. 
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Caſ. To whom? | 
Jago. Marry to.. Come, Captain, will you go? 


Enter Othello. 


Oth. Have with you. 
Caſ. Here comes another Troop to ſeek for you. 


Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, with Officers and 
Torches. 


Jago. It is Brabantio ; General be advis'd, 
He comes to bad intent. | 
Oth. Holla! Stand there. 
Rod, Signior , it is the Moor. 
Bra. Down with him, Thief. 
| ( They draw on both ſides. 
Jago. You Redorigo! Come, Sir, I am for you... 
Oth. Keep up your bright ſwords , for the dew will 
ruſt em 


Good Signior , you ſhall more command with years, 
Than with your weapons. 
Bra. Oh thou foul Thief! Where haſt thou ſtow'd 
my Daughter ? 
Damn' d as thou art, thou haſt enchanted her: 
For I'll refer me to all things of ſenſe , 
If ſhe in chains of Magick were not bound , 
Whether a Maid, fotender , fair, and happy, 
So oppoſite to Marriage, that ſhe ſhunn'd 
The wealthy curled Darlings of our Nation, 
Would ever have, t incur a general mock , 
Run from her guardage, to the footy boſom 
Of ſuch a thing as thou, to fear, notto delight. 
Judge me the world, iftis not groſs in ſenſe, 
That thou haſt practis d on her with foul charms ; 
Abus d her delicate youth, with drugs or minerals, 
That weaken motion. T'll have't diſputed on, 


Tis probable, and palpable to thinking; 


: OTHELLO; 


I therefore apprehend and do attach thee ; 
For an abu ex of the World, a practicet 
Of Arts inhib ited, aud out of warrant. 
Lay hold upon him; if he do reſiſt 
Subdue him at his peril. 
Oth. Hold your hands , 
Both you of my inclining, and the reſt. 
Were it my cue to fight, Iſhould have known it 
Without a Prompter. Where will you that I gg 


To anſwer this your —_—_ ? 


Bra. To Priſon, 'til fit time 
Of Law, and courſe of direct Seſſion 
Call thee to anſwer. 

Oth. What if Ido obey ? 
How may the Duke be therewith ſatisfied , 
Whole Meſſengers are here about my fide, 
Upon ſome ns buſineſs ofthe State, 
To bring me to him 2? | 

Of. Tis true, moſt worthy Signior , 
The Duke's in Council, and your noble ſelf 
I am ſure is ſent for. 

Bra. How | The Duke in Council? 
In this time ofthe night? Bring him away; 
Mine's not an idle cauſe. The Dake himſelf , 
Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feel this wrong, as twere their own : 
Fon if ſuch actions may have paſſage free, 
Bond-layes and Pagans ſhall our Stateſmen be. 


(Exeunt. 
SCENE III 
The Senate Houſe. 


Enter Duke, Senators, and Officers. 


; D UK E. 
. is no compoſition in this news, | 
L That gives them credit. I Sen. 


. 
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1 Sen. Indeed, they are moſt diſpropottioned; 
My Letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven Gallies. 
Duke, And mine a hundred and forty. 
2 Sen. And minetwo hundred ; 
But —_— they jump not on a juſt account, 
As in thele caſes where the aim reports, 
Tis oft with difference, yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 
Duke. Nay , it is poſſibleenough to judgment; 
I do not ſo ſecure me in the error, 
But the main article I do approve, 
In fearſul ſenſe. 1 
Saylor within.) What hoa! What hoa ! What hoa 1 


Enter Saylor. 


Offi. A Meflenger from the Gallies. 

Duke. Now!... What's the buſineſs? 

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes , 
So was I bid report here to the State, | 
By Signor Angelo. ö 

Duke. How fay you by this change? 

1 Sen. This cannot be 
By no aſſay of reaſon. Tis a Pageant 
To keep us in falſe gaze; when we conſider 
Th'im portancy of Cyprus to the Turłk; 

Aud let our ſelves again but underſtand, 


That as it more concerns the Turł than Rhodes, 


So may he with more facile queſtion bear it; 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike brace, 
But altogether lacks th abilities 
That Rhodes is dre(s'd in. If we make thought of this, 
We muſt not think the Turk is ſo unskilful, 
To leave that lateſt which concerns him firſt ; 
Neglecting an Attempt of eaſe and gain, 
To wake and wage a danger profitleſs. 
Dube. Nay, in all confidence he's not for Rhodes, 
Offi. Here is more news. 8 A 
Ys 
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Bra. Ay, tome, 
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Enter a Meſſenger 
Me /. The Ottomites, Reverend, and gracious , 


Steering with due courſe toward the Ile of Rhodes. 
Have there injoin'd them with an after Fleet... 


1 Sen. Ay; ſolthought; how many, as you gueſs? 


 Meſ. Ofthirty Sail; and now they do re- ſtem 

This backward courſe, bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpoſe toward Cyprus. Sigmior Montano, 
Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitor , 

With his "Av duty 5 recommends you thus 5 


And prays you to belie ve him. 


Dake. Tis certain then for Cyprus: 
Marcus Luccicos, is he not in Town? 
1 Sen. He's now in Florence. 
Duke. Write from us, | 
To him, poſt, poſt-haſte, diſpatch. 
1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the Moor. 


Enter Drabantio, Othello, Caſſio, Jago, Rodorigo z 
| and Officers. 


Duke. Valiant Othello, we muſt ſtraight employ you, 
Againſt the general Enemy Ottoman. | 
I $4 not ſee you; welcome, gentle Signior , 

We lackt your counſel , and your help to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours; Good your Grace pardon me. 

Neither my place, nor ought I heard of buſineſs , 


Hath rais d me from my bed; nor doth the cart 


Take hold on me. For my particular grie 
Is of ſo flood- gate, and o er bearing nature, 
That it ingluts, and ſwallows other ſorrows , 
And yet is ſtill it ſelf. | 

Duke. Why, what's the matter? 


Bra, My Daughter! oh my Daughter !..; 
Sen. Dead! | 


She 


ow. 
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She is abus'd , ſtolen from me, and corrupted 

By ſpells and medicines , bought of Mountebanks : 
For Nature ſo prepoſterouſly to err, | 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of ſenſe , 

Sans witchcraft could not... 

Duke. Who e er he be, that in this foul proceeding, 
Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of her ſelf, 3 
And you of her; the bloody Book of Law, 

You ſhall your ſelf read in the bitter letter, 
After its own ſenſe ; yea, though our proper Son 
Stood in your action. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your Grace. 

Here is the Man! this Moor, whom now it ſeems 
Your ſpecial Mandate, forthe State affairs, 
Hath hicher brought. | 

All, Weare very ſorry for't. 

Duke, What in your own part can you ſay to this? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is ſo. . 

Oth. Moſt potent, grave, and reverend Signiors, 
My very noble, and approv'd Maſters; 

That I have ta en away this old Man's Daughter, 

It is moſt true; true I have married her; 

The very head, and front of my offending, 

Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I in my ſpecch , 
And little bleſs d with the ſoft phraſe of Peace; 

For ſince theſe arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 
Till now, ſome nine Moons waſted, they have us d 
Their deareſt action in the tented Field; 

And little of this great World can 1 ſpeak , 

More than pertains to Feats of broils and Battel; 

And therefore little ſhall I grace my cauſe , 


In ſpeaking for my ſelf. Vet, by your gracious 


parience 
I will a rouud unvarniſh'd tale deliver, 
Of my whole courſe of love; what drugs, what charms, 
What Conjurarion , and whar might) — * , 
(For ſuch proceedings I am charg d w ) 
I won his Daughter with, p 


Bra. 
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Bra. A Maiden, never bold; | 
Of Spirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her motion 
Bluſh'd at her ſelf; and ſhe, in ſpight of Nature, 
Of years, of Country, credit, every thing, 
To fall in love with what ſhe fear'd to look on. 
It is aJudgment maitn'd , and moſt im perfect, 
That will confeſs perfection ſo could err, 
Againſt all rules of Nature, and muſt be driven 
To find out practices of cunning Hell, 
Why this ſhould be. I therefore vouch again, 
That with ſome mixtures powerful o'erthe blood: 
Or with ſome dram , conjur d to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. | 
Dake. To vouch this; is no proof, 
Without more wider, and more overteſt + 
Than theſe thin habits , and poor likely hoods 
Of modern ſeeming, do prefer againſt him. 
1 Sen. But, Othello, ſpeak: 
Did you, by indirect and forced courſes, 
Subdue and poiſon this young Maid's affections? 
Or came it by requeſt , aud ſuch fair queſtion 
As Soul to Soul affordeth? 
Oth. Ido beſeech you, 
Send for the Lady to the Sagittary , 
And let her ſpeak of me before her Father: 
If youdo find me foul in her report, » 
The Truſt , the Office I do hold of you , 
Not only take away , but let your Sentence 
Even fall upon my Life. | 
Duke. Fetch Deſdemona hither. 1 ö 
Oth. Ancient, conduct them, you beſt know the 
lace , | (Exit Jags 
And 'til ſhe come, as truly as to Heay'n 
. Idoconfeſs the vices of my blood, 
Jo juſtly to your grave eats I'll preſent 
ow I did thrive in this fair Lady's loye, 
And ſhe in mine. | 
| Duke, Say it, Othello. 


he 
80 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 5 


Oth. Her Father lov'd me, oft invited me 
Still queſtion'd me the ay} of my life, 
From year to year; the Battels, Sicges, fortunes; 
That TI have paſt. 
I can it through, even from my boyiſh days, 
To th' very moment that he bade me tell it: 
Wherein I ſpake of molt diſaſtrous chances, 
Of moving accidents by flood and field ; 
Of hair-breadth ſcapes i th imminent deadly breach; 


Of 2 taken by the inſolent Foe, 2 
And ſold to Slavery; of my redemption thence, OD YT. 
And portents in my Travels Hiſtory ; 5d 


Wherein of Antars vaſte, and Deſarts on , 4 lt 

Rough quarries, rocks and Hills whoſe heads touch 
heaven, | 

It was my hint to ſpeak ; ſuch was my proceſs ; 

And of the Canibals that each other eat, 

The Anthropophagi; and Men whole heads 

Do grow beneath their ſhoulders. Theſe to hear; 

Would Deſdemona (crioully incline ; 

Bur ſtill the houſe affairs would draw her thence , 

Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch ; 

She'd come again , and with a greedy ear 

De vour up my diſcourſe : Which I obſerving, 

Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 

To draw from her a prayer of earneſt hearr, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate , 

Whereof by parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 

But not diſtinCtively : I did conſent , 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 

When I did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful ſtroke , 

That my youth ſuffer'd. My ſtory being done, 


| {She gave me for my pains a world of ſighs 


th, 


She [wore in faith, tas ſtrange, twas paſſing ſtrange, 

'T was pitiful; *twas wondrous pitiful... | 

She wiſh'd ſhe had not heard it,. yet ſhe wiſh'd * 
That Heav'n had made her ſuch a Man... ſhe thank'd 


oF me ; $I 
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And bade me, if I had a Friend that lov'd her, 

I ſhould but teach him how to tell my ſtory, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint I ſpake; 
She loyd me for the dangers I have paſt, 

And Ilov'd her, that ſhe did pity them. 

This ouly is the witchraft I have us'd. 


Here comes the Lady, let her witneſs it. 


nter Deſdemona, Jago and Attendants. 


Duke. Ithink this Tale would win my Daughter too. 
Good Brabantio, take up this mangled matter at the beſt; 
Men do their broken weapon rather uſe, 

Than their bare hands. 
Bra. I pray you hear her ſpeak; 
If ſhe conf: that ſhe was half the Wooer, 
Deſtruction on my head , if my bad blame 
Light on the Man. Come hither , gentle Miſtreſs ; 
Do you perceive, inallthis noble company , 
Where moſt you owe obedience ? 

De /. My noble Father, 
Ido perceive here a divided duty; 
To you Iam bound for life , and education: 
My lite and education both do learn me , 
How to reſpect you. Youarethe Lord of duty, 
Iam hitherto your Daughter. But here's my Husband , 
And ſo much duty, as my Mother ſhew'd 
To you, preferring you before her Father: 
So much I challenge , that I may profeſs 
Duetothe Moor , my Lord. ; 

Bra. God ve with you: I have done. 
Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State affairs, 
I had rather to adopt a Child than get it. 
Come hither, Moor. 
Ihere do give thee that with all my heart, 
Which , but thou haſt already, with all my heart, 
I would keep from thee. For your ſake, Jewel; 
Lam glad at ſoul, I have no other child; 


For 


00. 
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For thy eſcape would teach me tyranny , 
To hang clogs on them. I havedone, my Lord. 
Duke, Let me ſpeak like your ſelf; and lay a ſentence, 
Which, like a griſe , or ſtep, may help 1 Lovers 
Into your favour. a | 
When remedies are paſt, the griefs are ended 
By ſeeing the worſt , which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a miſchief that is paſt and gone, 
Is the next way to draw new miſchief on. 
What cannot be preſery'd when Fortune takes, | 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. (Thief, 
The robb'd that ſmiles, ſteals ſomething from the 
He robs himſelf that ſpends a bootleſs grief. 
Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile , 
We loſe it not ſo long as we can (mile, 
He bears the Sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears. 
But he bears both the Sentence , and the ſorrow , 
Thatto pay grief, mult of poor Patience borrow. 
Theſe ſentences to ſugar, or to gall, 


Being ſtrong on both ſides, areequivocal. 


But words are words: I never yet did hear, 
That the bruiz'd heart was pierced through the ear. 
Beſeech you now to th'affairs of the State. 

Duke, The Turk with moſt mighty preparation, 
makes for Cyprus: Othello, the fortitude of the place 
is beſt known to you. And though we have there a 
Subſtitue of molt allowed ſufficiency; yet opinion, 
a Sovereign Miſtreſs of effects, throws a more ſafe 
voice on you: you mult therefore be contentto ſlubber 
the loſs of your new fortunes , with this more 


ſtubborn and boiſterous expedition. 


For 


Oth. The Tyrant Cuſtom , moſt grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and ſteel couch of War 
My thrice driven bed of down. Ido agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity , 
I find in hardueſs ; and do undertake 
B 2 This 
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This pfeſent War againſt the Ottomites. 
Moſt hum = therefore bending to your State, 
P 


I crave fit diſpoſition for my Wife, 
Due reference of place and exhibition , 
With ſuch accommodation and beſort, 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Why, at her Father's, 

Bra. Iwill not have it ſo. 

Oth. Nor l. 

Deſ. Not I, I would not tliete reſide, 
To put my Father in im patient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Moſt — 5 
To my unfolding lend a gracious ear, 

And let me find a charter in your voice 
T'aſſiſt my ſimpleneſs. | 

Duke. What would you, Deſdemona ? 

De/. That I did love the Moor to live with him; 
My down right violence, and ſtorm of Fortune, 
May trumpet to the World. My heart's ſubdu'd 
Even to the very quality of my Lord; 

Iſaw Othello's viſage in his mind, 

And to his honours and his valiant parts, 

Did 1 my foul and fortunes conſectate. 

So that, dear Lords, if I be left behind 

A Moth of Peace, and he go to the War, 
The Rites for why I love him, are bereft me: 
And I a heavy interim ſhall ſupport 

By his dear — Let me go with him. 

Oth. Your voices, Lords; beſeech you, let her wi 

Have a free way. 

Vouch with me Heav'n , I therefore beg it not 

To pleaſe the palate of my apperite ; 

Nor to comply with heat the young effects 

In my defunct, and proper ſatisfaction ; 

But to be free , and bounteous to her mind. 

And Heav'n defend your good Souls, that you think 

I will your ſerious aud great buſineſs ſcant 

When ſheis with me... No, when light wing'd to) 
| . 
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Of feather'd Cupid, foyi with wanton dulneſs 
My ſpeculative and offic'd inſtrument , 

That my diſports corrupt and taint my buſineſs; 
Let Houſe- wives make askillet of my helm, 
And all indign and bale adverſities, 

Make head againſt my eſtimation. 

Duke. Be it as you thall privately determine, 
Either her ſtay or going ; th' affair cries haſte ; 
And ſpeed mult antwer'r. 

You muſt hence to- night. 
Deſ. To night My Lord? 
Due... This night. 

Oth. Wich all my heart. 

Dake. At nine rth' morning here we'll meet again. 
Othello, leave ſome Officer behiud , | 
And he ſhall our Commiſſion bring to you; 

And ſuch things elſe of quality and ref] pet 
As doth import you. 
Oth, Pleaſe your Grace, my Ancient; 
A Man he is of honeſty and truſt, 
To his conveyance Iaſlign my Wife. 
With what elſe needful , your good Grace ſhall think 
To be ſent after me. | 

Dake. Let it be ſo; 

Good- night to every one. And Noble Signior , 
If Virtue no delighted beauty lack, 
Your Son. in- law is far more fair than black. 

Sen. Adieu, brave Moor, uſe Deſdemona well. 

Bra. Look to her, Moor, if thou haſt eyes to ſee; 
She has deceiv'd her Father, and may thee. (Exit. 

Orth. My life upon her faith. Honeſt Jago, 

My Deſdemona muſt I leave to thee ; 

I prethee let thy Wife attend on her, 

And bring them after in the beſt advantage. 

Come, De/demona , I have but an hour 

Of love, of worldly matters, and direction ; 
To ſpend with thee, We muſt obey the time. (Exit 
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Jago. What ſayeſtthou , noble heart? 

Rod. What will I do, thinkeſt thou? 

Jago. Why, go to- bed and ſleep. 

Rod. Iwill incontinently drown my (elf, 

Jago. If thou doſt, I ſhall never love thee after. 
Why, thou filly Gentleman? 

Rod. It is ſillineſs to live, when to live is a torment ; 
and then have we a preſcription to dye, when Death 
is our Phy ſician. | 

Jago. Oh villanous ! I have look'd upon the World 
for four times ſeven years, and ſince I could diſtin- 
guiſh between a benefit and an injury, I never found a 
Man that knew how to love himſelf. E'er I would 
ſay, I would drown my ſelf for the love of a Guinney- 
Hen , I would change my humanity with a Baboon. 

Rod. What ſhould I do: I confels it is my ſhame to 
be ſo fond, but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

Jago. Virtue! a fig, tis in our ſelves that we are 
thus or thus. Our Bodies are Gardens, to the which 
our Wills are Gardiners. So that if we will plant nettles, 
or ſow lettice, ſet hyſſop, and weed up time; ſupply 
itwith one gender of herbs, or diſtract it with many; 
either have it ſteril with idleneſs, or manured with in- 
duſtry, why the power and corrigible authority of 
this lyes in our Wills. If the ballance of our lives 

had not one ſcale of Reaſon to poiſe another of Senſua- 
lity, the blood and baſeneſs * natures would con- 
duct us to moſt prepoſterous concluſions. But we have 
Reaſon, to cool our raging motions, our carnal ſtings, 
our unbitted Luſts ; whereof I take this, that you 
call Love, to be a ſect, or ſcyen. N 

Rod. It cannot be. | x 

Jago. It is meerly a luſt ofthe blood, and a permiſ- 
ſion ofthe Will. Come, be a Man: Drown thy (elf? 
drown Cats, and blind Puppies. I have profeſt me thy 
Friend, and I confeſs me knit to thy — , with 


cables of per durable roughneſs. I could never better 
ſteed thee than now. Put mony in thy putſe; follow 
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heſe Wars, defeat thy favour , with an uſurped beard ; 
[ ſay , put mony in thy purſe. It cannot be that Deſde- 

ona ſhould long continue her love tothe Moor. Pur 
mony in thy purſe... uor he his to her. It was a vio- 
lent commencement in her, and thou ſhalt ſee an anſ- 
erable ſequeſtration ; but put mony in thy purſe. 
Theſe Moors are changeable in their wills; fill thy 
purſe with mony. The food that ro him now, 1s 
as luſcious as Locuſts , ſhall be to him ſhortly as bitter 
as coluquintida. She muſt change, for youth; when 
ſhe is ſated with his body, ſhe well find the error of her 
choiſe, She muſt have changes , ſhe muſt. There- 
fore put mony in thy purſe, If thou will needs 
damn thy ſelf ; do it a more delicate way than drow- 
ning. Make all the mony thou canſt. If Sancti- 
mony and a frail Vow betwixt an erting Barbarian 
and a ſuper ſubtle Venetian, be not too hard for my wats, 
and all the Tribe of Hell, thou ſhalt enjoy her; there- 
fore make money. A pox of drowning, it is clean out of 
the way. Seek thou rather to be hang'd in compaſſing 
thy joy, than to bedrown'd , and go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be faſt to my hopes, if I depend on 
the iſſue ? | 

Jago. Thou are ſure of me: Go make mony. I have 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, I 
hate the Moor. My cauſe is hearted ; thine hath no 
leſs reaſon. Let us be conjuctive in our reyenge againſt 
him. If thou canſt cuckold him, thou doſt thy ſelf a plea- 
ſure , me a ſport. There are many events in the womb 
of Time, which will be delivered. Traverſe, go, 
provide thy Mony. We will have more of this to- mor- 
row. Adieu. | 

Rod. Where ſhall we meet i'th*' morning? 

Jago. At my Lodging. 

Rod. I'll be with thee betimes. 

Jago. Goto, farewel. Do you hear, Rodorigo? 
Rod. What ſay you? | 
Jago. No more of drowning , do you hear? 

3 4 
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Rod, Tam changed, I'll goſellall myland. (Exit: 
Jago. Thus do I ever make my Fool my Purſe; 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge ſhould profane , 
IfI would time expend with ſuch a Swain, 
But for my ſport and profit: I hate the Moor, 
And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my ſheets 
He has done my office. I know not ift be true. 
Vet I, for meer ſuſpicion in that kind, g 
Will do, as if for ſurety. He holds me well... 
The better ſhall my purpoſe work on him: 
Caſſio's a proper Man: Let me ſee now, 
To get this place, and to plume up my will 
In double knavery ... How ? How ?. . Let me ſee . 
After ſome time, to abuſe Orhello's ear, 3 
That he is too familiar with his Wife. 
He hath a perſon, and a ſmooth diſpoſe 
To be ſuſpected; fram'd to make Women falſe. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature, 
That thinks Men honeſt, that but ſeem to be ſo , 
And will as tenderly be led by thinoſe 
As Aſſes are. 
I have't.. . it is engendred .. Hell and Night 
Muſt bring this monſtrous birth to the World's light. 


— — ——— * —— 
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SCENE I. 
* SCENE The Capital City 
of Cyprus. 


Enter Montano , and Gentleman. 


MoNT AN 0. 
W. from the Cape, can you diſcern at Sea ? 


1 Gent, Nothing at all, it is a high wraught 
| J 


flood . 
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[cannot 'twixt the Heaven and the Main, 
Deſcry a Sail. 
Mont. Methinks the Wind hath ſpoke aloud at land, 
A fuller blaſt nc'er ſhook our Battlements; 
If it hath ruffian d ſo upon the Sea, 
What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the morties? What ſhall we hear ot this 2 
2 Gent, A ſegregation of the Turkish Fleet; 
For do bur tan] upon the foaming ſhore, 
The chidden billow ſeems to pelt che clouds „ main, 
The wind-ſhak'd ſurge, with high and monſtrous 
Seems to caſt water on the burning Bear, 
And quench the Guards of th'ever fixed Pole. 
I never did like moleſtation view 
On theenchafed flood, 
Mont. Ifthatthe Turkish Fleet, 
Be notinſhelter'd aud embay'd, they are drown'd ; 
It is impoſſible to bear it ou. | 


Enter a Gentleman. 


3 Gent, News, Lads; our Wars are done: 
The deſperate Tempeſt hath ſo bang'd the Turi, 
That their deſignment halts. A noble Shi p of Venice 
Hath ſeen a grievous wrack and ſufferance 
On moſt part of their Fleet. 
Mont. How! Is this true? 
3 Gent. The Ship is here put in; 
A Feroneſſo, Michael Caſſio 
Lieutenant of the warlike Moor, Othello, 
Is come on ſhore ; the Moor himſelf's at Sea, 
And is in full Commiſſion here for Cyprus. 
Mont. I'm glad on't; Tis a worthy Governor. 
3 Gent. But this ſame Caſſio, though he ſpeak of 
comfort, 5 | 
Touching the Turbish loſs; yet he looks ſadly, 
And praysthe Moor be late ; for they were parted 
| | 3 Wich 
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With foul and violent tempeſt. 
Mont. Pray Heav'ns he be: 
For I have ſerv'd him, and the Man commands 
Like a full Soldier. Let's to the Sea-ſide, hoa, 
As well to ſee the Veſſel that's come in, 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello, 
Even 'till we make the wide aerial blue; 
An indiſtinct regatd. 
Gent. Come, let's do ſo; 
For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 


Enter Caſſio. 


Caſ. Than ks to the valiant of this warlike Iſle, 
That ſo approve the Moor: Oh let the Heav'ns 
Give him Jefenſe againſt the Elements , 
For I have loſt him on a dangerous Sea. 
Mont. Is he well ſhipp'd? 
Caſ. His Bark is Andy timber'd, and his Pilot 
Of very expert and approv'd allowance; 
T vo? hes my hopes, not ſurfeited to death, 
Stand in bold cure. 
Mithin.) A Sail, a Sail, a Sail. 
Caſ. Whatnoiſe? 
Gent. The Town is empty; on the brow o'th' Sea 
Stand ranks of People, and they cry, a Sail. 
Caſ. My hopes * ſhape him for the Governor. 
2. Gent. They do diſcharge the ſhot of courteſie; 
Our Friends at leaſt. | 
Caſ. I pray you, Sir, go forth, 
And give us truth who tis ho is arrived. 
Gent. I ſhall. - ( Exit. 
Mont. But, good Lieutenant, is your General wiv'd? 
Ca Moſt fortunately , he hath atchiev'd a Maid 
Thar paragons deſcription, and wild Fame; 
One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens , 
And inth'eſlential veſture of creation, 


Do's 
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Do's bear an excellency .. . 


Enter Gentleman. 


How now? Who has put in? 

Gent. Tis one Jago, Ancient to the General. 

Caſ. H' as had molt favourable and happy ſpeed ; 
Tempeſts themſelves , high Seas, aud howling Winds, 
The gutter'd Rocks , . congregated Sands, 
Traitors enſteep d, to clog the guiltleſs keel, 

As having ſenſe of beauty do omit 


Their mortal natures, letting go ſafely by 


The divine Deſdemona. 

Mont. What is ſhe ? 

Caſ. She that I ſpake of, our great Captain's Captain; 
Left in the conduct of the bold Jago, 
Whoſe footing here anticipates our thoughts, 
A ſennight's 1 Great Jove, Othello guard, | 
And {well his fail with thine own powerful breath, 
That he may bleſs this Bay with his tall Ship, 
Make loves quick pants in Deſdemona's arms, 
Give r2new'd fire to our extinguiſh'd Spirits, 
And bring all Cyprus comfort 


Enter Deſdemona Jago 7 Rodorigo and Æmilia. 


Oh behold ! 
The riches of the Ship is come on ſhore : 
You Men of Cyprus , let her have your knees. 
Hail to thee, Lady! And the grace of Heav'n, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand 
Enwheel thee round. 

Deſ. I thank you, valiant Caſſio: 
What tidings can you tell me of my Lord? 

Caſ. He is not yet arriv'd , nor know I ought 
But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here. 

De/. Oh but I fear. . . how loſt you Company? 

Caſ. The great contention of the Sea and Skies 
parted our fellowſhip, But hark, a Sail! 


With 
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Within.) A Sail, a Sail. 
Gent. They give this greeting to the Cittadel: 
This likewiſe is a Friend. 
Caſ. See for the News: 
Good Ancient, you are welcome, Welcome, Miſtreſs, 
| ( To Mmilia, 
Let it not gall your patience , good Jago, 
That I extend my manners. 'Tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold ſhew of courtehie, 
Jago. Sit, would ſhe give you ſo much of her lips , 
As of her tongue ſhe oft beſtows on me, 
You would have enough. 
Def. Alas! ſhe has no ſpeech. . 
Jago. In faith, too much; 
I find it ſtill, when I have liſt to ſleep; 
Marry before your Ladiſhip, I grant, 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 5 
Emil. You have little cauſe to ſay ſo. 

Jago. Come on, come on, you are pictutes out of doors, 
Bells in your Parlors, Wild- Cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, Devils being offended, 

Players in you huſwifery , aud Huſwives in your beds. 
Def. Oh, fie upon thee, Slanderer. 
Jago. Nay, it is true, ot elſe I am Turk, 
You riſe to play, and go to- bed to work. 
mil. You ſhall not write my praiſe. 
Jago. No, let me not. 
De /. What wouldſt thou write of me, if thou ſhouldſt 
praiſe me? 
Jago. Oh gentle Lady, do not put me to't, 
For I am nothing if not critical. 97 1 
Deſ. Come on, aſſay. There's oue gone to che 
Harbour ; 
Jago. Ay, Madam. 
Def. Tam not merry; but ] do beguile 
The thing Jam, by ſeeming otherwiſe; 


Come , 
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Come, how wouldſt thou praiſe me? 

Jago. 1 am about it; but indeed my Invention 
comes from my pate, as bitdlime does from Freeze , 
it plucks out brains and all. But my Muſe labours , 
and thus ſhe is delivered, 


If ſhe be fair and wiſe , fairneſs and uit, 
The one's for uſe , the other uſeth it. 


Deſ. Well prais'd ; how if ſhe be black and witty 2 


Jago. I she be black, and thereto have aWit , 
She'll find a white that ſhall her blackneſs fit. 


Deſ. Worſe and worſe. 
Zmil. How if fair and fooliſh? 


Jago. She never yet was foolish that was fair , 
For even her Folly helpt her to an Heir. 


Deſ. Theſe are old fond paradoxes , to make Fools 
laugh i'th' Alehouſe. What miſerable praiſe haſt thou 
for her that's foul and fooliſh ? 


Jago. There's none ſo foul and fooliſh thereunto , 
But does foul pranks , which fair and wiſe ones do. 


Deſ. Oh heavy ignorance! Thou praiſeſt the worſt 

beit. But what cn could thou beſtow on a deſerving 
Woman indecd ? One, that in the authoriry of her 
my „did juſtly put on the vouch of very Malice it 
elf? 


Jago. She that was ever fair , and never proud, 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud, 
Never lackt Gold, ani yet went never gay, 

Fled from her wii; and yet ſaid now I may: 


She 
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She that being anger d, her Revenge being nigh , 
Bad her wrong ſtay , and her diſpleaſure fly; 

She that in wiſdom never was ſo frail 

To change the Cod's head for ehe Salmon's tail; 

She that could think , and ne er diſcloſe her mind, 
See Suitors following , and not look behind; 

She was a Wight, ( if ever ſuch Wight were, 


Deſ. Todo what? 
Jago. To ſuckle Fools, and chronicle ſmall beer. 


' Def. Oh moſt lame and impotent concluſion. Do 
not learn of him, Æmilia, tho' he be thy Husband. 
How ſay you, Caſio, is he not a moſt profane and 
illiberal Counſellor ? þ 

Caſ. He ſpeaks home, Madam; you may reliſh 
him more in the Soldier, than in the Schollar. 

Jago. Aſide.) He takes her by the palm; ay well 
ſaid . . whiſper .. With as little a wk as this, will 
I enſnare as great a Fly as Caſſio. Ay, ſmile upon 
her, do... I will gyve thee inthine own courtſhip. 
You ſay true, tis ſo indeed... If ſuch tricks as theſe 
ſtrip you out of your Lieutenancy, it had been better 
you had not kiſs'd your three fingers ſo oft, which 
now again you are molt apt to play the Six in. Ver 

ood... well kiſs'd, and excellent curteſie ... tis fo 
indeed ... Yet again... your fingers to your lips? 
Would they werecliſter pipes for your ſake. 

| (Trumpet, 
The Moor, I know his Trumpet. | 
Caſ. Tis truly ſo. 
Deſ. Let's meet him, and receive him. 
Caſ. Lo, where he comes! 


Enter Othello, and Attendants 
Oth. O my fair Warrior ! 
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Deſ. My dear Othello. 
Oth. It gives me wonder, great as my content, 
To ſee you here before me. Oh my Soul's joy ! 
If after every tempeſt come ſuch calms , 
May the Winds blow, till they have waken'd death: 
And letthe labouring Bark climb hills of ſeas 
Olympus high , and duck again as low 
As Hell's from Heav'n. If it were now to dye; 
Twere now to be moſt happy; for I fear 
My Soul hath her content ſo abſolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown Fate. 
Deſ. The Heav'ns forbid, 
But that our loves and comforts ſhould increaſe , 
Even as our days do grow. 
Oth. Amen to that, ſweet Powers! 
I cannot ſpeak enough of this content, 
It ſtops me here: It is too much of joy, 
And this and this the greateſt diſcords be ( Kiſſing her. 
That e' er our hearts ſhall make. |, | 
Jago. Oh you are well tun'd now; but I'll ſet 
down the pegs that make this Muſick , as honeſt as 


lam. (Aſide. 
Oth. Come, let us to the Caſtle. drown'd. 


News, Friends, our Wars are done; the Turks are 
How does my old acqaintance of this Iſle? 
Honey , you ſhall be well defir'd in Cyprus ; 
I have found great love amongſt them. O my ſweet g 
I'prattle out of faſhion , and I dote 
In mine own comforts. I prethee , good Jago, 
Go to the Bay, and diſembark my coffers. 
Bring thou the Maſter to the Cittadel; 
He is a good one, and his worthineſs 
Does challenge much reſpect. Come, Deſdemona, 
Once more well met at Cyprus. 
( Exeunt Othello and Deſdemona. 
Jago. Do you meet me preſently at the _— 
ome 


Come thither , if thou be'ſt valiant (as they ſay , baſe 
men being in love, have then a nobility in their na- 
tures; more than is native to them) .. liſt me; the 
Lieutenant to- night watches on the court of Guard. 
Firſt, I muſt tell thee this; Deſdemona is directly in 
love with him. 

Rod. With him? why, tis not poſſible. 
Jago. Lay thy fingers thus; and let thy Soul be 
inſtructed. Mark me with what violence the lov'd 
the Moor; but for bragging , and telling her fantaſtical 
lies. To love him THY for prating, let not thy 
_ diſcreet heart think ir. Her eye muſt be fed. And 
what delight ſhall ſhe have to look on the Devil? 
When the blood is made dull with the act of ſport 
there ſhould be a game- to inflame it, and to give 
ſatiety a freſh appetite; Lovelineſs in favour , Sym- 
pathy in years, manners, and beauties: All which 
the Moor is defective in. Now for want of theſe re- 

uir'd conveniences, her delicate tenderneſs will 
find it ſelf abus d, begin to heave the gorge, diſreliſh 
and abhor the Moor; very Nature will inſtruct her in 
it, and compel her to ſome ſecond choice. Now ,fÞ © 
Sir, this granted, (as it is a moſt pregnant and An, 
unfore'd poſition) who ſtands ſo eminent in the degree iy 
ofthis fortune, as Caſſio does? A K nave very voluble; 
no further conſcionable, than in putting on the meer 
form of civil and human ſeeming, for the bettetſpy 
com paſſing of his ſalt, and moſt hidden looſe affection. oui 
Why none, why none. A ſlippery and ſubtle Knave, ſhav 
a finder out of occaſions; that has an eye can ſtamp andſtabl 
counterfeit advantages, though true advantageſped 
never preſent it ſelf, A devilith Knave! beſides, R 
the Kuave is handſom, FJ oung, and hath all thoſeftuni 
requiſites in him, that folly and green minds look] 5 
after. A peſtilent compleat Knave ! and the Woman Citt. 


hath found him already, R 
Rod. I cannot belieye that in her; ſhe's full off J 
molt bleſsd condition. Tha 


Jage. 
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Sale Jago. Bleſs'd figs-end. The Wine flie drinks is - 
na. made of grapes. If ſhe had been bleſs d, ſhe would 
the ¶ never have lov'd the Moor: Bleſs d pudding ! Didſt 
ard. Ithou not ſee her paddle with the palm of his hand? 
in ¶ Didſt not mark that!: 
Rod. Ves, that I did; but that was but courteſie. 
Jago. Letchery by this Hand ; An Index , and 
be ſſobſcure Prologue te the Hiſtory of Luſf, and foul 
ov'd thoughts. They met ſo near with their lips, that 
LicalEthcir breaths embrac'd rogether. Villanous 5 N 
thy ERodorigo , when theſe mutabilicies ſo marſhal the 
And way , hard at hand comes the maſter, and main 
vil? exerciſe , 8 concluſion: Piſh: .. But, 
ort Sir, be you rul'd by me. I have brought you from 
giveſyenice. Watch you to- night; for the command, 
ll lay't upon you. Caſio knows you not; I'll not 
be far from you. Do you find ſome occaſion to lege 
Caſſio, either by ſpeaking too loud, or taiuting hi 
Diſcipline, or from what other courſe you pleaſe, 
hich the time ſhall more fayourably miniſter, 
Rod. Well. e fs prong | | 
OW 3 2 Sir, he's raſh, and very ſudden in choler: 
and And happily with bis truncheon may ſtrike at you ; 
greefiprovoke him that he may; for even out o 
ble ;Fthat will I cauſe theſe of Cyprus to mutiny. Whoſe 
qualification ſhall come into no true taſte again, but 
ettetſpy diſplanting of Caſſo. So ſhall you have a ſhorter 
ion. hourney to your deſires, by the means I ſhall then 
ave, ſhave to prefer them. And the impediment- moſt profi- 
andfrably removed, without the which thete were no ex- 
tage pectation of our proſperity. | 
les,] Rod. I will dothis, if I can bring it to any oppot- 
hoſeſtunity. | 
ook] Jago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the 
man Cittadel. I mult fetch his neceſſaries aſhore, Farewel. 
Rod. Adieu. —_—_ 
1 off Jago. Thar Caſſio loves her, I do well believe; 
That ſhe loves him, tis apt, Fu of great credit, 
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The Moor ,. howbeit that I endure him not, 
Is of a conſtant, loving, noble nature, | 
And I dare think, he'll prove to Deſdemona , 
A moſt dear Husband. Now I do love her too, 
Not out of abſolute luſt, though perad venture 
I ſtand accountant for as great a ſin; 
But partly led to diet my Revenge, 
For that I do ſuſpect the luſtfull Moor 
Hath leapt into my ſeat. The thoughts whereof, 
Doth, like a poiſonous Mineral, guaw my inwards; 
And nothing can, or ſhall content my Soul 
Til Iam eve'nd with him, Wife for Wife: 
r failing ſo, yet that I put the Moor, 
At leaſt into a jealouſie ſo ſtrong, 
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, 
If this poor traſh of Venice, whom I trace 
For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on, 
I'Il have our Michael Caſſio on the hip , 
Abuſe him to the Moor in the right garb, 
(For I fear Caſſio with my night - cap too ) 
Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me; 
For making him egregiouſly an Aſs, 
And practiſing upon Go peace and quiet, 
Even to madneſs. *Tis here... but yetconfus'd 
Konayery's plain face is never ſeen, till us d. (Exit. 


| Enter Herald , with a Proclamation. 

Her. It is Othello's pleaſure, our noble and valiant 
General, that upon certain tidings now arriv'd , 
importing the meer 2 of the Turkish Fleet, 
every Man put himſelf into triumph; ſome to dance, 
ſome to make Bonefires, each Man to what ſport 
and revels his addiction leads him. For beſides theſe 
beneficial News, it is the celebration of his Nuptials. 
So much was his pleaſure ſhould be proclaimed. All 
Offices are open, and there is full liberty of feaſting , 
from this preſent hour of five, till the Bell have toll'd 
cleven. = - - Heayen bleſs the Ifle of Cyprus, and our 
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noble General Othello. (Exit. 
Enter Othello , Deſdemona , Callio , and Attendants. 


Oth. Good Michael, look you to the Guard to-night; 
Let's teach our ſelves that honourable ſtop , 
Not to out · ſport diſcretion. | 

Caſ. Jago hath direction what to do. 
But notwithſtanding with my perſonal eye, 
Will I look toꝰt. 253 

Oth. Jago is moſt honeſt : | 
Michael, good- night. To-morrow with your earlieſt ; 
Let me have ſpeech with you. Come, my dear Love, 
The purchace made , the fruits are to enſue , 
Thar profit's yet to come 'tween me and you. 


Good- night. (Exit. 


Enter Jago. 

Caſ. Jago, we muſt to the Watch. 
Jago. Not this hour, Lieutenant: Tis not yet ten 
o'th* clock. Our General caſt us thus early for the 
love of his Deſdemona: Whom let us not therefore 
blame; he hath not yet made wanton the night 
with her: And ſhe is ſport for Jove. 
Caſ. She's a moſt exquiſite Lady. 
Jago. And I'll warrant her full of game. 
Caſ. Indeed ſhe's a moſt freſh and delicate creature; 
Jago. What an eye ſhe has? | | 
Methinks it ſounds a parley to provocation. 

Caſ. An invitingeye; 
And yet methinks right modeſt. 

Jago. And when he ſpeaks , 


Is it not an alarum to Love? 
Caſ. She is indeed perfection. | 
Jago. Well, Happineſs to their ſheets: Come; 

Lieutenant I have aſtoop of Wine, and here without 

are a brace of Cyprus — „that would fain have 


2 


36 OO THELLO, : 
a meaſure to the health of black Othello. 


Caſ. Not to- night, good Jago: I have ver r 
and e —.— 4, drinking. Icould well Fiſk 
Courteſie would invent ſome other cuſtom of Euter. 
tainment. * 

Jago. Oh, they are our Friends: But one cup I“! 
drink for you. | | 

Caſ. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and 
that was craftily qualified too: And behold what 
innovation it makes here, I am infortunate in 
the infirmity , and dare not task my weakneſs with 
any more. 

Jago. What, Man? 'tis a night of Revels; the 
Gallants deſire it. | 

Caſ. Wherearcthey ? 0 
Jago. Here at the door? I pray you call them 


In. 
Caſ. I'll do't, but it diſlikes me. ( Exit Caſſio. 
Jago. If I can faſten but one cup upon him, 
With that which he hath drunk to-night already , 
He'll be as full of quarrel, and offence , 
As my young Miſtreſs's oo 
Now, my ſick Fool, Rodorigo, 
Whom Love hath turn d almoſt the wrong ſide out, 
Jo Deſdemona hath to-night carouz'd , 
Potations, pottle deep; and he's to watch. 
Three elſe ot Cyprus, noble ſwelling Spirits , 
That hold their Honour in a wary diſtance , 
The very Elements of this warlike Iſle , 
Have I to- night fluſter'd with flowing Cups, 
And they watch too. Now mongſt this flock © 
Druukards , 
Am I to put our Caſſio in ſome Action 
That may offend the lſle. But here th y come. 


Enter Caſſio, Montano, and Gentlemen. 


If conſequence do but apptove my dream, 
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dor My Boar fails freely, both with wind and ſtream. 
iſh Caf.” Fore Heav'n, they have given me a rowſe 


Mon. Good faith a little one: Not paſta pint, as 
It I ama Soldier. | 141 n 
Jago. Some Wine ho! (Jago ſings. 


hat! And let me the cannakin clink , clink , 

in And let me the cannakin click, | 
A Soldier's a Man; Oh, Man's life's but à ſpan , 
Why then let a Soldier drink. 


Some wine, Boys. | | 

Caſ. Fore Heav'n, an excellent ſong. 

Jago. I learn'd it in England; Where indeed they 
ate moſt —_ in potting- Your Dane, your German, 
and your ſwag belly'd Hollander, .. drink ho... ate 
nothing to your Englich. © 

Caſ. Is your e ſo exquiſite in his drinking? 

Jago. Why , he drinks you with facility , your 
Dane dead drunk. He ſwears not to overthrow your 
Almain, He gives your Hollander a vomit, e're the 
next pottle can be fill d. 

Caſ. To the Health of our General. 

Aon, I am for it, Lieutenant: And Ill do you juſtice, 

Jago. Oh ſweet England, 


King Stephen was and a worthy Peer , 
His breeches coft him but a Crown , 

T6 He held them ſix pence all too dear, 
With that he call'd the Tailor Lown :. 
He was a Wight of high renown , 
And thou are but of low degree : 
'Tis Pride that pulls the Country dows , 
Then take the awld Cloak about thee. 


Some Wine ho. | 
M C, Why this is a more exquiſite Song than the other. 
. C 3 Jago. 
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Jago. Will you hear't again? 


Caf: No ; for I hold him to be 3 bi 


place , that does thoſe thin Well... Heay'n 
above all ; and there be Souls cog be ſaved , — 
there be Souls muſt not be ſaved. | 
Jago. It's true, good Lieutenant. 
For mine own part, no offenſe to the General, 
nor any Man of Quality; I hope to be ſaved. 
Jago. And ſo do I too, Lieutenant. 


Caſ. Ay >, but by 7 your leave, not before me. The 


Lieutenant is to be ſaved before the Ancient, Let's 
have no more ofthis ; ler's to our affairs. Forgive 
our Sinus. . . Gentlemen, let's look to our buſineſs. 
Do not think I am drunk: This is my Ancient, 
this is my right hand , and this is m left. I am 
not drunk now; Icau ſtand mg and ng 
well enough. 

Gent, Excellent well, | 

Caſ. Why very well then! you muſt not think 
then, that I am drunk. ( Exit. 

Mon. To the Platform, Maſters „come, ler's 
ſee the Watch. | 
Jago. Vou ſee this Fellow that 1s gone bela. 
He is a Soldier, fit to ſtand by Ceſar , 
And give direction. And do but ſee his vice. 
*Tis to his virtue a juſt Equinox 5 | 
The one as long as th' other, Tis pity of him ; 
I fear the truſt Othello puts him in, 
On ſome odd tims of his infirmity , 
Will ſhake this Iſland. 

Mon. But is he often thus. 

Jago. Tis evermore the prologue to his ſleep. 
He'll watch the Horologe a double ſet , 
If drink rock not his Cradle. 

Mon, It were well. 
The General were put in mind of it : 
Perhaps he ſecs it not, or his good-nature 


Pri- 


i- 
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Prizes the Virtue that appears in Caſſo, 
And looks not on his evils : Is not this true ? 


Enter Rodorigo. . rs 


Jago. How now, Rodorigo } 71 
I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 
Mon. And 'tis great pity that the noble Moor 
Should hazard ſuch a place, as his own ſecond, 
With one of an ingraft infirmity W 
It were an honeſt action to ſay ſo 
To the Moor. 3 1 
Jago. Not I, for this fair Iland; _ 
I do love Caſſio well, aud would do much 
To cure him ofthis cyil- But hark, what noiſe? 


* 
. 


Enter Caſſio purſuing Rodorigo. 


Caſ. You Rogue! You Raſcal .. 
Mont. What's the matter, Lieutenant? 5 
Caſ. A Knave teach me my duty ? Il beat the 
Kuaye into a twiggen bottle. „ A 
Rod. Beat m. 1 
Caſ. Doſt thou prate, Rogue?  _ 
Mon. Nay, good Lieutenant; (Staying him. 
I pray you, Sir, hold your hand. | 
Caſ. Let me go, Sir , or I'll knock you o'er the 
mazzard. 1 | ha 
Mon. Come, come, you're drunk. — 
Caſ. Drunk? ... +, '( They fight. 
Jago. Away Iſay, go out and cry a mutiny. 
(Exit Rodorigo. 
Nay , good Lieutenant... Alas, Gentlemen. 
Help ho!... Lieutenant. . Sir, Montano. 
Help Maſters! Here's a goodly Watch indeed. 
Who's that which rings the Bell. ., Diablo, ho! 
"It; ( Bell rings. 
C 4 g . 
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The Town will riſe. Fie; fie, Lieutenant! 
You will be ſham'd for ever. 


Enter Othello, and Attendants, 


Oth. What is the matter here? | 
Mon. I bleed ſtill, Iam hurt, but not to th' death. 
Oth. Hold for your lives. 

Jago. Hold ho! Lieutenant... Sir... Montane. ., 

Gentlemen. iy To 
Have you forgot all place of ſeuſe and duty? 
Hold. The General {peaks to you... hold for ſhame.., 

Oth. Why how now ho? From whence ariſeth this? 
Are we turn'd Turks ?. And to our (elves do that 
Which Heaven hath forbid the Orzromites ? 

For Chriſtian ſhame, pur by this barbarous brawl- 
He that ſtirs next to carve for his own Rage, 

Holds his Soul light: e dies upon his motion. 
Silence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Iſle 

From her propriety. What is the matter, Maſters? 
Honeſt Jago, that looks dead with grieving, 
Speak: Who began this? On thy Love ] charge thee } 

Jago. I do not know; Friends all, but now, even now 
In Quarter, and in terms like Bride and Groom 
Deveſting them for bed ; and then, butnow... 

As if ſome Planer had unwitted Men , | 
Sword out , andtilting one at other's breaſts , 
In oppoſition bloody. I cannot ſpeak 

Any beginning to this peeviſh odds. 

And would in action E I had loſt 
Thoſe legs that brought me to a part of it. 

Oth. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot: 

Caſ. I pray you pardon me, Icannot ſpeak. 

Oth. Worthy Montano, you were wont to be ci vil: 
The gravity and ſtillneſs of your youth, | 
The World hath noted. And your Name is great 
In mouths of wiſeſt cenſure. What's the matter, 
That you unlace your Repmiation thus, 


And 
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And ſpend your rich opinion, far the name 
Of a Night-brawler? Give me anſwer to it. | 
Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger; | 
Your Officer, Jago, can inform you, me, 
While ſpare ſpeech, which ſomething now offcuds 
Of all that Ido know; nor know Iought, 6 
By me that's ſaid or done amiſs this night, 
Unleſs ſelf· charity be ſometimes a vice, 
And to defend our ſelves it be a fin , 
When Violence aſſails us. 
Oth. Now , by Heav'n, Fl 
My Blood begins my ſafer Guides to rule, 


And Paſſion, having my beſt judgment choler'd , 


Aſſays to lead the way. If I once ſtir, 
Or - but lift this arm, the beſt of yon 
Shall fink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began? Who ſet it on? 
And he that is approv'd in this offence , 
Tho' he had twin'd with me, both at a birth, 
Shall looſe me. What ina Town of War, 
Vet wild, the Peoples hearts brim full of fear, 
To manage private and domeſtick quarrels ? 
In night, and on the eourt and guard of ſafety > 
'Tis monſtrous. Jago, who began't ? 
Mon. If partially affin'd, or league in office, 
Thou doſt deliver more or leſs thau truth; 
Thou art no Soldier. 
Jago. Touch me not ſo near: 
I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Than it ſhould do offence to Michael Caſſio. 
Vet I perſwade my ſelf, to ſpeak fo the ttuth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is, General: 
Aſontano and my ſelf being in (| peech , 
There comes a Fellow, crying out for help, 
And Caſſio following him with determin'd ſword , 
To execute upon him. Sir , this Gentleman 
Steps into Caſſio,, and intreats his pauſc 
My ſelfthe crying Fellow did purſue , 
. C5 Leſt 
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Leſt by his clamour, as it ſo fell out, i 
The Town might fall in fright. He, ſwift of foot, 
Out ran my purpoſe: And I return'd the rather 
For that I heard the clink, and fall of ſwords, | 
And Caſſ, high in oath , which 'till to- night 
I nc'er might ſay before. When I came back, 
For this was brief, 1 found them cloſe together 
At blow, and thruſt, even as again they were 
When you your ſelf did part them. | 
More of this matter cannot I report , | 
But Men are Men; the beſt ſometimes forget. 
Tho' Caſſio did ſome little wrong to him, 
As Men in rage, ſtrike thoſethat wiſhchem beſt , 
Vet ſurely Caſio, I believe, receivid 
From him that fled , ſome ſtrange indignity , 
Which Patience could not paſs. | 

Oth. I know, Jago, | 
Thy honeſty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Caſſio: Caſſio, I love thee, 
But neyer more be Officer of mine. if 


— 
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Enter Deſdemona attended. 4 


Look if my gentle Love be not rais'd up; 1 
I'll make thee an Example. k 
Deſ. What's the matter, Dear? 
Oth. All's well, Sweeting; | 8 
Come, away to bed. Sir, for yout hurts, 
My ſelf will be your Surgeon. Lead him off: 
Jago, look with care 3 the Town, | 
And ſilence thoſe whom this vile brawl diſtracted. d 
Come, Deſdemona, tis the Soldiers life tt 
To have their balmy ſlumbers wak'd with ſtrife. ſt 
( Exeunt. P. 


Manent Jago and Caſſio. 


Jago. What, are you hurt, Lieutenant? 


Ca/. 
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Caſ. Ay, paſt all Surgery. 
Jago. Marry, Heav'n forbid. | © 77 
Caſ. Reputation, Reputation, Reputation! Ok 
I have loſt my Reputation ! I have loſt the immortal 
part 'of my le, and what remains is the beſtial. My 
Reputation, Jago, my Reputation. 91202 
Jago. As I am an honeſt Man, I had thought you 
had received ſome bodily wound; there is more of 
ſenſe in that than in Reputation. Reputation is an idle 
and moſt falſe impoſition ; oft got without merit, 
and loſt without deſerving. You have loſt no Repu; 


ration at all, unleſs you repute your ſelf ſuch a loſet. 


What Man.. there are more ways to recover the 
General again. You are but now calt in his mood, 
a puniſhment more in policy, than in malice, even 
ſo as one would beat his offenceleſs Dog to affright 
an imperious Lion. Sue to him again, and he's 
yours. . 5 

Caſ. I will rather ſue to be deſpis d, than to deceive 
ſo good a Commander, with ſo ſlight, ſo drunken , 
and ſo indiſcreet an Officer. Drunk? And ſpeak, 
Parrot? And ſquabble? Swagger 2 Swear ? And 
diſcourſe fuſtian with ones own Shadow ? O thou 
inviſible Spirit of Wine! If thou haſt no name to be 
known by, let us call thee Devil. 1477 

Jago. What was he that you follow'd with your 
Sword ? what had he done to you? 22 

Caſ. I know not. 2 

Jago. Ist poſſible? e116 

Caſ. I remember a maſs of things, but nothing 
diſtinctly: A quarrel, but nothing wheretore. Oh, 
that Men ſhould put an Enemy in their mouths, to 
ſteal away their brains ? That we ſhould with joy, 
plealance , revel aud applauſe, transform our ſelves 
into Beaſts ? | 

Jago. Why; but you are now well enough: How 
came you thus recover'd ? _ 

Caſ. It hath pleas'd the Deyil , Drunkenneſs, to 

| give 
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44 
ive place to the Devil, Wrath; one unperfectneſs 
ſhows me another , to make me frankly deſpiſe my 
Jago. Come, you are too ſevere a Moraller. As 
the time, the place, and the condition of this 
country ſtands, I could heartily wiſh this had nor 


befaln: But ſince it is as it is, mend it for your own | 
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8504 I will ask him for my Place again; he ſhall 
tell me, I am a Drunkard ? Had I as many mouths 
as Hydra, ſuch an anſwer would ſtop them all. To 
be now a ſenſible Man, by and by a Fool, and pre- 
ſently a Beaſt. Oh ſtrange! Every inordinate cup is 
unbleſs d, and the ingredient is a Devil. 

Jago. Come, come, good Wiuc is a good familiar 
Creature, if it be well us d: Exclaim no more againſt 
it. And, good Lieutenant., I think, you think I 
Jove you. 

Caſ. Lhave well approv'd it, Sir. I drunk 

Jago. You, or any Man living, may be drunk at 
a time, Man. I tell you what you ſhall do: Our 
General's Wife is now the General. I may fay fo, in 
this reſpect, for that he hath devoted, and given up 
himſelt to the contemplation , mark, and devote- 
ment of her parts and graces. Confeſs your ſelf freely 
to het: Imporrtune her help, to put you in your place 
again. She is of ſo free, ſa kind, ſo apt, ſo bleſſed 
a diſpoſition, ſhe holds it a vice in her goodneſs , 
not todo more than ſhe is requeſted. This broken 
joint between you and her Husband , intreat her to 
ſplinter. And my Fortunes againſt any lay worth 
naming , this crack of your Love, ſhall grow ſtron- 

r than it was before. 

Caſ. You adviſe me well. 

Jago. I proteſt in the ſincerity of Love, and honeſt 
Kindneſs. 

Caf. Ithink it freely: And betimes in the morning, 
I will beſeech the yictuous Deſdemona to * 

or 
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for me: I am deſperate of my Fortunes if they check 


me here. | 


Jago. You are in the right; Good- night, Licute- 
nant , I muſt to the Watch. 
Caſ. Good-night, honeſt Jago. (Exit Caſſio. 
Jago. And what's he then, that ſays I play the 
| Villain ? | 
When this advice is free Igive, and honeſt, 
Frobable ta thinking, and indeed the courſe 
To win the Moor again. For tis moſt eaſie, 
Th' inclining Deſdemona to ſubdue 
In any honeſt ſuit. She's fram'd as fruitful 
As the free Elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor, were't to renounce his Baptiſm , 
All ſeals and ſymbols of redeemed fin , 
His Soul is ſo enfetter'd to her Love, 
That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſhe liſt, 
Even as her appetite ſhall play the God 
With his weak function. How am I then a Villain, 
To counſel Caſſio to this parallel courſe, 
Directly to his good ? Divinity of Hell; 
When Devils will their blackeſt Sins put on, 
They do ſuggeſt at firſt with heav'nly ſhews , 
As I do now. For while this honeſt Fool 
Plies Deſdemona , to repair his fortune, 
And ſhe for him, pleads ſtrongly to the Moor, 
I'll pour this peſtilence into his ear, 
That ſhe repeals him, for her body's luſt ; 
And by how much ſhe ſtrives to do him good, 
She ſhall undo her credit with the Moor. 
So will I rurn her Virtue into pitch, 
And out of her own goodneſs make the net, 
That ſhall enmaſh them all. 
How now, Rodorigo ? 


Enter Rodorigo. 


Rod, I do follow here in the chace , not like a 
Hound 


Hound that hunts, but one that fills up the ety. 
My mony is almoſt ſpent ; I have bes e 
exceedingly well cudgelled; and 1 think the Iſſue 
will be, I ſhall have ſo much experience for my 
pains; and ſo with no mony at all, and a little more 
wit, return again to Venice. | 

Jago. How poor are they that have not patience ? 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees ? 
Thou know'ſt we work by Wit, and not by Withcraft; 
And Wit depends on dilatcry time: 
Dost not go well? Caſſio hath beaten thee , 
And thou by that ſmall hurt haſt caſhier'd Caſo: 
Tho! other things grow fair againſt the Sun, 
Vet Fruits that bloſſom firſt , will firſt be ripe: 
Content thy {elf a while. In troth 'tis morning; 
Pleaſure and action make the hours ſeem ſhort. 
Retire thee; go where thou art billetted: 
Away, Iſay, thou ſhalt know more hereafter: 
Nay , get thee gone. Exit Rodorigo. 
Two things are to be done; 
My Wife muſt move for Caſio to her Miſtreſs: 
I'll fer her on my ſelf a while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him jump, when he may Caſſio find 
Solliciting his Wife: Ay, that's the way: 
Dull not device, by coldneſs and delay. (Exit. 
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SCENE Othello's Palace. 


Enter Caſlio , Muſicians , and Clown, 


KAT 0: 


* play here, I will content your pains , 
Something that's brief; and bid good morrow , 


General, ( They Pay. 
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Clown, Why , Maſters , have your Inſtruments 
been in Naples, that they ſpeak i'th*-noſe thus? 

Muſ. How, Sir, how? 

Clown. Are theſe, I pray you, wind Iuſtruments? 

Muſ. Ay, marry are they, Sir. 

Cloum. Oh, thereby hangs a Tale. 

Muſ. Whereby hangs a Tale, Sir ? 

Clown. Marry, Sir, by many a wind Inſtrument 
that I know. But, Maſters , here's mony for you : 
And the General ſo likes your Muſick , that he deſires 
you for Love's ſake to make no more noiſe with it, 

Muſ. Well, Sir, we will not. | 

Clown. If you have any Muſick that may not be 
heard, to't again. But, as they ſay, to hear Muſick, 
the General does not greatly care. 

Muſ. We have none ſuch , Sir. 

Clown, Then put up your Pipes in your bag, for 
I'll way. (Ex. Muſ. 
Go, vaniſh into Air, away: 

Ca/. Doſt thou hear me, mine honeſt Friend? 

Clown. No, I hear not your honeſt Friend; I 
hear you. | 

Caſ. Prethee , keep up thy quillets , there's 2 
poor piece of Gold for thee : If the Gentlewoman that 
attends the General's Wife beſtirring , tell her there's 
one Caſſio entreats of her a little | Sa of ſpeech. 
Wilt thou do this ? | 

Clown, She is ſtitring , Sir, if ſhe will ſtir hither , 
I ſhall ſeem to notifie unto her. ( Exit. Clown, 

Caſ. Do my good Friend, 


Enter Jago. 


In happy time, Jago. 

Jago. You have not been a- bed then? 

Caſ. Why, no; the day had broke before we parted. 
I have made bold, Jago, to ſend in to your Wife; 


My ſuit to her is, that ſhe will to virtuous — 
ro- 
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Procute me ſome acceſs; | 
Jago. I Il ſend her to you preſently : 
And I'll deviſe a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way , that your converſe and buſineſs 
May be more free. (Exit. 
Caſ. I humbly thank you for't. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honeſt. 


Enter Emilia. 


Zmil.Good-morrow , good Lieutenant, I am ſorry 
For your diſpleaſure; bur all will ſoon be well. 
The General and his Wife are talking of it; 
And ſhe ſpeaks for you ſtoutly. The Moor replies ; 
That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus, 
And great Affinity ; and that in wholſom wiſdom 
He might not but refuſe you. Bur he proteſts he loves 
Ou, 
And needs no other Suitor but his likings, 75 
To take the firſt occaſion by the front, 
To bring you in again. 
Caſ. Yet, I beſeech you, 
If you think fit, or that it may be done, 
Give me advautage of ſome brief diſcourſe 
With Deſdemona alone. 
Emil. Pray, come in; 
I will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 
To ſpeak your boſom freely. 
Caſ. lam much bound to you. (Exeunt. 


Enter Othello, Jago, and Gentlemen. 


Orth. Theſe Letters give, Jago, to the Pilot, 
And by him do my Duties to the Senate. 
That done, I will be walking on the Works, 
Repair there to me. 
* Well, my good Lord, I'll do't. , 
 Oth, 
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Orb. This Fortification, Gentlemen, ſhall we ſee't ? 
Gent. We'll wait upon your Lordſhip, (Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
An Apartment. 
Enter Deſdemona „Caſſio, and Emilia. 


Dis D000. 


E thou aſſur'd, good Caſſio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 
Emil. Good Madam , do; 
I know it grieyes my Husband , 
As if the caſe were his. | : 

De/. Oh that's an honeſt fellow; doubt not, Caſſie, 
But I will have my Lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

Caſ. Bounteous Madam, 

Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caſſio, 
He's never any thiug but your true Servant. ; 

De/. I know't, thank you; you do love my Lord; 
You have known him long, and be you well aſſur'd, 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtaud no farther off, 

Than in a politick diſtance. 

Caſ. Ay, but Lady, | 

That Policy may either laſt ſo long, 

Or feed upon ſuch nice and wateriſh diet, 

Or breed it {elf ſo out of circumſtances, 
That l being ablent, and my place ſupply'd , 
My General will forget my love and lervice. 

Def. Do not doubt that; before Æmilia here, 
I givethee warrant of thy place. Aflurethee , 

It I do vow a Friendſhip , I'll perform it 


To the laſt article. My Lord ſhall never reft, 
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I'll watch him tame , and talk him out of patience; 
His bed ſhall ſeem a School, his board a ſhrift, 

Fl intermingle every thing he do's | 

With Caſſio's ſuit: Therefore be merry, Caſſio, 
For thy Sollicitor ſhall rather die, 

Than give thy cauſe away. 


Enter Othello , and Jago. | Ir 

Emil. Madam, here comes my Lord. O 
Caſ. Madam, I'l! take my leave. I 
Deſ. Why ſtay , and hear me ſpeak. Ex 
Ca/. Madam, not now; I am very ill at eaſe. Al 
Unfit for mine own purpoſes. 5a 
Deſ. Well, do your diſcretion. ( Exit Caſſio. O. 
Jago. Hah ! I like not that. T' 


Oth. hat duſt thou ſay? 

Jago. Nothing , my Lord; or if . . I know not what. w 
Oth. Was not that Caſſio parted from my Wife? Or 
Jago. Caſſio , my Lord? No ſure, I cannot think it, BT} 


That he would ſteal away ſo guilty like, W 
Seeing you coming. _ BH: 
Oth. Ido believe 'twas he. Tc 
De/. How now, my Lord? | 
I have been talking with a Suitor here, Iv 


A Man that languiſhes in your diſpleaſure. 
Oth. Who is't you mean? | | 
Deſ. Why your Lieutenant Caſſo, good my Lord; O: 


If I have any grace, or power to move you, Oc 
His preſent reconciliation take, To 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, W 
Thar errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, It 
I have no judgment in an honeſt face. An 


I prethee call him back. | | 
Oth. Went he hence now? * 
De. In ſooth, fo humbled, To 
That he hath left part of his grief with me | 
To ſuffer with him. Good Loye, call him back. 1 0 
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oth. Not now, ſweet Deſdemona, ſome othet times 
De/. But ſhall't be ſhortly ? 

Oth. The ſooner , Sweet, for you. 
Deſ. Shall't be to- night, at Supper? 
Oth. No, not to-night, 

Deſ. To- morrow dinner then? 
Oth. ſhall not dine at home: 

meet the Captains at the Citadel. 

Deſ. Why then to-morrow night, or Tueſday moru; 

On Tueſday noon , or night; on Wedneſday morn. 

] prethee name the time, but let it not 

Excced three days ; in faith he's penitent: 

And yet his treſpaſs, in our common reaſon 

dave that they ſay the Wars muſt make example 

Out of their beſt , is not almoſt a fault 

T' incur a private check. When ſhall he come? 

Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my Soul 

What you would ask me, that I would deny, 

Or ſtand ſo mam'ring on? What? Michael Caſſio !.. 2 

That came a wooing with you ; and ſo many a time 

When I have ſpoke of you diſpraiſingly 

Hath ta'en your part, to have ſo much to do 

To bring him in? Truſt me, I could do much.. 

Oth. Prethee no more, let him come when he willy 

I will deny theenorhing. 

Deſ. Why, this is not a boon: | 

Tis as I ſhould entteat you wear your gloves ; 

Or feed on nouriſhing diſhes, or keep you warm 

Or ſue to you, to do a peculiar profit 

To your own perſon. Nay , when I have ſuit, 

Wherein I meanito touch your love indeed , 

It ſhall be full of poize, and difficult weight, 

And fearful to be granted. 

Oth. 1 will deny thee nothing. | 

Where on I do beſeech thee, orint me this; 

To leave me but a little to my ſelf; | 
Def. Shall | deny you? No: Farewel, my Lord. 

0th.Farewel;my Deſdemona;1'll come to thee ſtraight; 
D 1 Deſ; 
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Deſ. Emilia, come; be as your fancies teach you: 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. (Exit. 

Oth. Excellent Wietch! Perdition catch my Soul, 
But I do love thee ; and when I love thee not , 
Chaos is come again. | 

Jago. My noble Lord. . 4 

Oth. What doſt thou ſay, Jago? 
lago. Did Michael Caſſio, | SE 
When you woo'd my Lady, know of your love! 
Ot. He did, from firſt to laſt. 
Why doſt'thou ask: 0 

Jago. But for a ſatisfaction of my thought, 
No further harm. | : 

Oth. Why of thy thought, Jago Ee 
- Ja:o. I did not think he had been acquainted with het Ip 
Oth, O yes, and went between us very oft. As 
Jazo. Indeed!... | that T1 
Oth. Indeed! Ay, indeed. Diſcern'ſt thou ought offs = 


nenne 


Is he nor honeſtses? Th 
Jago. Honeſt , my Lord ? Ia 
Oth. Honelt ? Ay , honeſt ? Ur: 
Jago. My Lord, for ought I know. As 
Oth. What doſt thou think? Sor 
Jago. Think, my Lord.. PRs But 
Oth. Think, my Lord! Alas, thou eccho'ſt mei xe, 
As if there were ſome Monſter in thy thought Wi 
Too hideous to be ſhewn. Thou doſt mean ſomething 
I heard thee ſay even now, thou I1k'ſt not that. If ti 
When Caſſio left my Wife. What did'ſt not like? A f. 


And when I told thee, he was of my Counſel, 
Of my whole courſe of wooing; thou cried'ſt, Indeed The 
And didſt contract and purſe thy brow together , As] 


As if thou then hadit ſhut up in thy brain To 
Some horrible conceit: If thou doſt love me sha 
Shew me thy thought. "Ws 
Jago. My Lord, you know I love you. Wo 
Oth. I think thou doſt : | Our 


| Aud for 1 kow thou'r full of loye and hoveſty Jt w 


2 


THE MOOR OF VENICE. 53 
1: And weight thy words before thou giv'ſt them breath, 
xit.¶ Therefore thele ſtops of thine fright me the more; 
ul, For ſuch things, in a falſe diſloyal Knave , 
Are tricks of cuſtom ; but in a Man that's juſt , 
They're cold dilations working from the heart, 
That Paſſion cannot rule. 
Jago. For Michael Caſſio, 
I dare be ſworn, Ithink, that he is honeſt. 
Oth. I think ſo too. 
Jago. Men ſhould be what they ſeem, 
Or thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none. 
Oth. Certain, Men ſhould be what they ſeem. 
Jago. Why, then Ithink Caſ#w's an honelt Man. 
Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this. 


herY 3 pray thee {peak to me as to thy thinkings , 

As thou doſt ruminate; and give thy worſt of thoughts, 
* The worſt of words. $ 
ht o 


Jago. Good, my Lord, pardon me. 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that, all Slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts: ... Why ſay they are vile and falle; 
As, where's that Palace whereinto Gal things 
Sometimes intrude nut? Who has that brealt ſo pure, 
But ſome uncleanly apprehenſions 
Keep Leets, and Law days, and in Seſſions ſit 
With Meditations lawful? 
th. Thou doſt conſpire againſt thy Friend, Jago, 
If thou but think ſt him wrong d, and mak'(t his car 
A ſtranger to thy thoughts. 
Jago. I do beſeech you, 
Though I perchance am vicious in my gueſs, 
| As I confels it is my nature's plague 
To ſpie into abuſes; and of my Jealouſie 
Shapes faults that are not, that your better wiſdom , 
From one that ſo imperfectly conceits , 3 
Would take no notice, nor build your ſelf a trouble 
Out of his ſcattering , and unſure obſervance: 


. [It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 
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Nor for my manhood, honeſty and wiſdom , 


To let you know my thoughts. 
Oth. What doſt thou mean? 
Jago. Good name in Man & Woman, dear my Lord, 
Is the immediate Jewel of their Souls; thing; 
Who ſteals my purſe ſteals traſh, 'tis ſomething , no- 
*T was mine, 'tis his, and has been Slave to thouſands ; 
But he that filches from me my good Name, 
Robs me of that, which notenriches him, 
And makes me poor indeed, 
Oth. I'll know thy thoughts. 
Jago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor (hall not, whilſt 'tis in my cuſtody. 
Oth. Ha ! | 
Jago. Oh, beware, my Lord, of jealouſie , 
It is the green ey d Monſter , which doth meck 
The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold lives in bliſs, 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger : 
But oh, hat damned minutes tells he o'er , 
Who dates, yet doubts, ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves! 
Oth. O Miſery! 
Jago. Poor, & content, is rich, & rich enough; 
But riches fineleſs, is as poor as winter , 
To him that ever fears he thall be poor. 
Good Heav'n the Souls of all my Tribe defend 
From Icalouſie. | 
Oth. Why? Why is this? 
Think'ſt thou I'd make a life of Jealouſic ? 
To follow ſtill the changes ofthe Moon , 
With freſh ſuſpicions? No; to be once in doubt, 
Is once to bereſolv'd. Exchange me fora Goat, | 
When I ſhall turn che buſineſs of my Soul 
To ſuch exufſlicate, and blown ſurmiſes, 
Matching thy inference. 'T1s not to make mej calous , 
To ſay my Wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free ot ſpeech, ſings, plays, and dances well; 
Where Virtue is, theſe are moſt virtuous. 
Nor from mine own weak merits, will I draw 
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The ſmalleſt fear, or doubt of her revolt, 
For ſhe nad eyes, and choſe me. No, Jago, 
I'll fee before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 
And on the proot there is no more but this, 
Away at once with Love, or Jealouſie. 

Jago. I am glad of this; for now I ſhall have reaſon 
To ſhe y the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker Spirit. Therefore, as I am bound, 
Receive it from me. I ſpeak not yet of proof: 

Look to your Wife, obſerve her well with Caſſio, 

Wear your eye, thus; not jealous, nor ſecure; 

I would not have your free and noble nature, 

Out of ſelf· bounty be abus d; look to't. 

I know our Couutry diſpoſition well; 

In Fenice, they do bs Heav'n ſee the pranks 

They dare not ſhew their Husbands ; their beſt 
conſcience , 

Is not to leave't undone, but Keep 't unknown. 

Oth. Doſt thou ſay ſo? 

Jago. She did deceive her Father, marrying you, 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake, and fear your looks, 
She lov'd them moſt. 

Oth. And fo ſhe did. 

Jago. Why, goto then; 

She that ſo young could give out ſuch a ſeeming 

To ſeal her Father's eyes up, cloſe as ax. 

He thought twas witchratr... But I am much to blame: 
I humbly do beſeech you of your pardon 

For roo much loving you. 

Oth. Iam bound to thee for ever. 

Jago. I ſee this hath a little daſh'd your Spirits. 

Oth. Not a jot, not a jor. 

Jago. Truſt me, I fear it has: 

Ihope you will confider , what is ſpoke 

Comes from my love. But I do ſee you're mov'd.., 

I am to pray you, not to ſtrain my ſpeech 

To groſſer iſſues, nor to larger reach, 

Than to ſuſpicion, | 
| D 4 Oth, 
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Oth. Iwill not. 
Jago. Should you do ſo, my Lord, 
My E ſhould fall into ſuch vild ſucceſs, 
Which my thoughts aim'd not at. Caſſio's my Friend: 
My Lord, I ſee you're mov'd. .. 
Oth. No, not much mov'd... 
I do not think but Deſdemona's honeſt. 
Jago. Long live ſhe ſo; and long live you tothink ſo. 
Oth. And yet how Nature erring from its fel... 
Jago. Ay, there's the point;... as, to be bold with you; 
Not to affect many propoſed matches 
Of her own clime, complexion and degree, 
herero we ſee in all things, Nature tends: 
Foh! One may ſmell in ſuch , a will moſt rank, 
Foul diſproportions, thoughts unnatural. 
But, pardon me, I do not in poſition 
Diſtinctly ſpeak of her, tho' I may fear 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
May fall to match you with het country forms, 
And happily repent. 
Oth. Farewel, farewel; _ 
If more thou doſt perceive , let me know more : 
Set on thy Wife to obſerve. Leave me, Jago. 
Jago. My Lord, Itake my leave. (Going. 
Oth. Why did I marry ? 
This honeſt creature, doubtleſs , 
Fees, and knows more, much more than he unfolds. 
Jago. My Lord, Iwould I might intreat your Honour 
To ſcan this thing no farther ; leave it to time: | 
And tho''cs fit that Caſſio have his place, 
For ſure he fills itup with great ability, 
Vet if you pleaſe to put him off a while, 
You ſhall by that perceive him, and his means. 
Note, if your Lady ſtrain his entertainment 
With any itrong , or vehement importunity , 
Much will be ſeen in that. In the mean time, 
Let me be thought too buſie in my fears, 
As worthy cauſe I have to fear I am; 
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And hold her free, Ido beſeech your Honour, 


Oth. Fear not my government. | 

Jago. I once more take my leave. ( Exit, 

Oth. This Fellow's of exceeding honeſty , * 
And knows all quantities, with a learn'd ſpirit 
Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggard, 
Tho' that her rele were my dear heart: ſtrings, 
I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind 
To prey at Fortune. Haply , for I am black, 
And have not thoſe ſoft parts of converſation, 
That Chamberers have; or for 1 am declid 
Into the vale of years, yet that's not much. 
She's gone, Iam abus d, and my relief 
Mult be to loath her. Oh curſe of Marriage! 
That we can call theſe delicate Creatures ours, 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a Toad , 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the ching I loye , 
For others uſes. Vet tis the plague of Great-ones, 
Prerogativ' d are they leſs than the baſe, | 
Tis deſtiny unſhunable like Death ; 
Even then, this forked plague is fa ed to us, 
When we do quicken. Look where ſhe comes! 
If ſhe be falſe, O chen Heav'u mocks it ſelf; 
III not believ't. BY 


Enter Deſdemona and Emilia. 


Deſ. How now, my dear Othello? 
Your dinner, and the generous Iflanders, 
By you invited, do attend your priclence, 
Oth. 1 am to blame. 
Deſ. Why do you ſpeak fo faintly ? 
Are you not well ? 
Oth. L have a pain upon my forehead here. 
De/. Why, that's with watching, 'twill away again, 
Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 5 
It will be well. 
; D 5 Oth, 
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Oth. Your napkin is too little: 
(She drops her Handkerchief. 
Let it alone: Come, I'll go in with you. 
De/. I am very (orry that you are not well. Exeunt. 
Emil. lam glad1have — this napkin; 
This was her firſt remembrance from the Moor; 
My way ward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo d me to ſteal it. But ſhe ſo loves the token, 
For he conjur'd her, ſhe ſhould ever keep it, 
That ſhe reſerves it evermore about her, 
Jo kiſs and talk to. I'Il have the work ta'en out, 
And give't Jago; what he will do with it, 
Heav'n knows, not I: 
I nothing, but to pleaſe his fantaſie. 


1 
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Enter Jago. 


Jago. How now ? What do you here alone? 
mil. Do not you chide; I have a thing for you. 
Jago. A thing for me? It is a common thang. . . 
Emil. Hah ? | 
Jago. To have a fooliſh Wife. | 
mil. Oh, is that all? what will you give me now 
For that ſame Handkerchief? 
Jago What Handkerchief ? 
Emil. What Handkerchief! 
Why, that the Moor firſt gave to Deſdemona , 1 
That which ſo often you did bid me ſteal. I 
Jago. Haſt ſtole it from her? I 
| Zmil. No; but ſhe let it drop by negligence , F 
And to th' advantage, I being here, took't up: L 
Look, here it is. | 
Jago. A good wench, give it me. 
mil. What will you do with't, you have been ſo P 
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earneſt to have me filch it? bY 
gago. Why, whatisthattovou? {(Snatchingit. | F. 
mil. It it be nat for ſome purpoſe of import, F; 
Give't me again, Poor Lady, ſhe'll run mad, T 


When 


ſo 


it. 


hen 


THE MOOR OF VENICE, 59 


When ſhe ſhall lack it. 

Jago. Be not you acknown on't ; 
I have uſe for it. Go, leave me... (Exit. Emil. 
Iwill in Caſſio's lodging loſe this Napkin, 
And let him find it. Trifles light as air 
Are to the jealous, confirmations ſtrong, 
As proofs of holy Writ. This may do ſomething. 
The Moor already changes with my poiſon, 
Dangerous conceits are in their nature poiſons, 
Which at the firſt are ſcarce found to diſtaſte; 
But with a little act upon the blood, 
Burn like the mines of ſulphur. I did ſay fo. 


Enter Othello. 


Look, where he comes: Not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowſie ſyrups of the world, . 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweet ſleep , 
Which thou ow dſt yeſterday. 

Oth. Ha! Ha! Falſe to me! 

Jago. Why, how now , General; no more of that. 

Oth. Avant, be gone; thou haſt ſet me on the Rack; 
I ſwear tis better to be much abus'd, 
Than but to know a little. 

Jago. How now, my Lord? 

Oth. What ſcent had I, in her ſtoln hours of luſt? 
I ſaw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: 
I ſlept the next night well, was free and merry, 
I found not Caſſios kiſſes on her lips. 
He that is robb'd , not wanting what is ſtoln, 
Let him not know't, and he's notrobb'd at all. 

Jago. I am ſorry to hear this. 

Oth. Ihad been happy if the general Camp, 
Pioneers and all had taſted her ſweet body, 
So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil mind. Farewel content; 
Farewelthe plumed Troops, and the big Wars, 
That make Ambition Virtue? Oh farewel, 


Fare. 
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Fare wel the neighing Steed, and the ſhrill Trump; 
The ſpirit- ſtirring Drum, th' ear-piercing Fife, 

The Royal Banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious War: 
And O you mortal engines, whoſe rude throats 

Th' immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell! Othello 's occupation's gone. 

Jago. Is't poſſible, my Lord ? | 

Oth. Villain, be ſure thou prove my Love a Whore; 
Be ſure of it: Give me the ocular proof, 

| | Catching hold on him, 
Or by the worth of mine eternal Soul, 
Thou hadſt far better have been born a Dog, 
Than anſwer my wak'd wrath, 

Jago. Is'tcome to this? 

Oih. Make me to (ce't, or, at the leaſt, ſo prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 
To hang a doubt on; or woe upon thy life. 

Jago. My Noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doſt lander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more; abandou all remorſe: 
On horrors head, horrors accumulate; 
Do deedsto make Heav'n weep, all Earthamarz'd ; 
For nothing canſt thou to damnation add , 
Greater than that. 

7ago. O Grace! O Heav'n forgive me! 
Are you a Man? Have you a Soul? Or ſenſe? 
God be wi' you : Take mine Office, Oh wretched Fool, 
That lov'ſt to make thine honeſty a Vice! | 
Oh monſtrous World!Take note, take note, O World, 
To be direct and honeſt, is not ſafe. | 
I thank you for this profit ; aud from hence 
I'll love no Friend, ſich love breeds ſuch offence. 

Oth. Nay ſtay. . . thou ſhouldſt be honeſt... 

Jago. I ſnould be wile , for honeſty's a Fool, 
And loſes that it works for. 

Oth. By the World, , 
I think my Wife is honeſt, and think ſhe is not; 
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Ichink that thou ate juſt , and think thou art not 3 
I'll have ſome proof. Her Name that was as freſh 
As Dian's viſage , is now begrim'd and black 

As mineown | a If there be cords or knives ; 
Poiſon, or fire, or ſuffocating ſtreams , 

I'll not endure it. Would | were fatisficd ! 

Jago. I ſee Sir you are eaten up wich Paſlion : 
Ido repent me that I put it to you ; 

You would be ſatisfied > | | 

Oth. Would, nay , and I will. | 

Jago · And may; but how? How ſatisfied, my Lord? 
Would you the ſuper viſion groſly gape on? 
Behold her topp'd ? 

Oth. Death, and Damnation! Oh! 

Jago. It were a tedious difficulty | think, 
To bring 'em to that proſpect: Dama them then, 
If ever mortal eyes do {ce them bolſter 
More than their own. What then? How then ? 
What ſhall l ſay ? Where's ſatis faction? 

It is impoſſible you ſhould ſee this, 

Were they as prime as Goats , as hot as Monkeys, 

As ſalt as Wolves in pride, and Fools as groſs 

As Ignorance, made drunk. But yet, I ſay, 

If imputation and ſtrong circumſtances , 

Which lead directly to the door of truth, _ 

Will give you ſatistaction, you might have'r, 
Oth, Give mea living reaſon ſhe's diſloyal; 
Jago. I do not like the office; 

But ſith I am entred in this cauſe ſo far, 

Prick d to't by fooliſh honeſty and love, 

I will go on. I lay with Caſſio lately, 

And being troubled with a raging tooth , 

I could not fleep. There are a kind of Men, 

So looſe of Soul, that in their ſleep will mutter 

Their own affairs; one of this kind is Caſſis: 

In ſleep I heard him ſay, ſweet Deſdemona , 

Let us be wary , let us hide our loves, 


And then, Sir, would he gripe, and wring my hard, 
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Cry... oh ſweet Creature... then would kiſs me hard; 
As if he'd pluck up up kiſſes by the roots, 
That grew upon my lips, lay his leg o'er my thigh, 
And ſigh and kiſs, and then cry curſed Fate, 
That gave thee to the Moor. 
Oth. O monſtrous! Monſtrous / 
Jago. Nay this was but his dream. 
Oth. But this denoted a fore gone concluſion 
"Tis a ſhrewd doubt, tho'itbe but a dream. 
Jago. And this may help to thicken other proofs , 
That do demonſtrate thin ly. 
Oth. I'll tear her all to pieces. 
Jago. — be wiſe , yet we ſee nothing done; 
She may be honeſt yet: Tell me but this, | 
Have you not ſometimes ſeen a Handkerchief 
Spotted with Strawberries , in your Wife's hand? 
Oth. I gave her ſuch a one; twas my firſt gift. 
Jago. I know not that; but ſuch a handkerchief, 
I am ſure it was your Wife's , did I to-day 
See Caſſio wipe his beard with, 

Oth, If it be that... | 

Jago. If it be that, or any, if 'twas hets, 
It ſpeaks againſt her with the other proofs. 

Oth. O that the Slave had forty thouſand lives ! 
One is too poor , too weak for my Revenge. 
Now do I ſee tis true. Look here, Jago, 
All my fond Love thus do I blow to Heav'n. 'Tis gone, 
Ariſe black Vengeance from the hollow Hell, 
Yield up, O Love, thy Crown and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate. Swell boſom with thy fraught, 
For tis of Aſpicks tongues. 

Jago. Yet be content. 

Oth, O Blood, Blood, Blood | 

Jago. Patience I ſay; your mind perhaps may change, 

Oth. Never, Jago. Like to the Pontick Sea, 
Whoſe icy current, and compulſive courſe, 
Ne er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick, and the Helleſpont: oy. 
Eyen 
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Even ſo my bloody thoughts , with violent pace 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love, 
Till that a capable, and wide Reven | 
Swallow them up. Now by yon marble Heay'n , 


In the due reverence of a ſacred yow , ( He kneels, 
I here engage my words. 
Jago. Do not riſe yet: Jago kneels, 


Witneſs you ever · burning Lights above, 


You Elements that clip us round about, 
Witneſs that here Jago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hand, heart, | 
To wrong'd Othello's ſervice. Let him command, 
And to obey ſhall be in me remorſe, | 
What bloody work ſo ever. 
Oth. 1 greet thy Love, 
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the inſtant put thee to't : 
Within theſe three days let me hear thee ſay 
That Cafſi's not alive. 
Jago. My Friend is dead: 
'Tis done as you requeſt. But let her live. 
Oth.-Damn her lewd Minx ! © damn her, damn her! 
Come go with me apart, I will withdraw 
To furniſh me with ſome ſwift means of death, 
For the fair Devil. Now art thou my Lieutenant. 
Jago. I am your own for ever. (Exeunt. 


Fnter Deſdemona, Amilia z and Cloun. f 


Deſ. Do you know, Sirrah , where the Lieutenant 
Caſſio lves ? 

Clown. I dare not ſay he lies any where. 

Deſ. Why Man? | 

Clown. He's a Soldier, and for one to ſay aSoldier 
lies is ſtabbing, x 

Deſ. Go to; where lodges he? 
. Clown. To tell you where he lodges , is to ell you 
where I lie, 
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Deſ.. Can any thing be made of this? 22 

Clown. I know not where he lodges, and for me 
to deviſe a lodging, and ſay he lyes there, were to 
lie in mine own throat. 

Deſ. Can you enquire him out, and beedified by 


1 
Clown. I will catechize the World for him , that is, 
make queſtions , and by them anſwer. 


Def. Seek him, bid him come hither ; tell him, 


I have mov'd my Lord onhis behalf; and hope all 
will be well. | 

Clown. To do this, is within the compaſs of 
Man's wit, and therefore I will attempt the doing of 


"A ( Exit. Clown. 
* Where ſhould I loſe the Handerchief, Æmi- 
. 


mil. I know not, Madam. 

De/. Believe me, I had rather loſe my purſe 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my noble Moor 
Is true of mind, and made of no ſuch baſeneſs , 
As jealous Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

mil. Is he not jealous ? | 

Deſ. Who he ? Ithink the Sun where he was born, 
Drew all ſuch humours from him. 

ZEmil. Look where he comes. - 

De/. 1 will not leave him now, till Caſſio be 
Call'd back to him. How is zy ith you, my Lord? 


Enter Othello. 


Oth. Well, my good Lady. Oh hardneſs to 
diſſemble! How do you, Deſdemona ? 
Deſ. Well, my good Lord. 
1 "hy Give me your hand; this hand is moiſt, my 
ady- 
De/: It yet hath felt no age, nor known no ſorrow. 
'©th. This argues fruitfulneſs , and liberal heart; 
= Hot, 
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Hot , hot , and moiſt... this hand of yours requires 
| A (ſequeſter from liberty; Faſting, and praying; 
Much caſtigation, exerciſe devout; "ag 
For here's a young and ſweating Devil here, 
| That commonly rebels: Tis a good hand, 
A frank one. 11 | | 
Deſ. You may, indeed, ſay ſo; , 
For 'twasthat hand that gave away my heart. | 
Oth. A liberal hand. The hearts of old gave hands; 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts. 
Def. I cannot ſpeak of this; come, now your promiſe. 
Oth. What promiſe, Chuck ? | 
Def. I have ſent to bid Caſſio come ſpeak with you, 
Oth. I havea ſalt and ſullen cheum offends me; 
Lend me thy Handkerchief, 
De/. Here, my Lord. 
Oth. That which I gave you? 
Deſ. Ihave it not about me. 
Oth. Not 5 
Deſ. No indeed, my Lord. - | 
Orth. That's a fault. That Handkerchief 
Did an Zgyptian to my Mother give, 
She was a Charmer , and could almoſt read f 
The thoughts of People. She told her, while ſhe kept it; 
'Twould make her amiable , & ſubdue my Father 
Intirely to her love; but if ſhe loſt it, f 
Or made a giſt of it, my Father's eye 
Should bold her loathed, and his Spirits ſhould hunt 
After new fancies. She, dying, gave it me, 
And bid me, when my Fate would have me wiv'd , 
To give it her. I did fo , and take heed on't; 
Make it a darling, like your precious eye; 
To looſe, or ese away, were ſuch perdition, 
As nothing elle could match. | | 
y Dy Is't poſlible ? | | 1 
Oth. T is true; there's magick in the web of it; | 
A Sybill that had numbred in the World | * 
The Sun to courſe two hundred 3 5 
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In her prophetick fury ſow d the work: 
The worms were hallowed that did breed the ſilk, 
And it was dy'din mummy , vhich the skilful 
Conſerv'd of Maidens hearts. 
De/. Indeed! Ist true? F 
Oth. Moſt veritable , therefore look to't well. 
De/. Then would to God that I had never ſcen'r. 
Oth. Ha ? wherefore ? 
Deſ. Why do you ſpeak ſo ſtartingly, and raſh ? 
Oth. Is't loſt? Ist gone? Speak, ist out o'th' way? 
De /. Bleſs us! 
Oth. Say you? 
Def. It is not loſt; but what and if it were ? 
Oth. How ? 
Deſ. I fay it is not loſt. 
Oth. Fetch't, let me ſee't. 
Deſ. Why ſo Ican, Sir, but I will not now: 
This is a trick to put me from my ſuit; 
Pray you let Caſſio be receiv'd again. 
Oth. Fetch me the Handkerchief. . my mind mil- 
Ives 
De / of „come; 
You'll never meet a more ſufficient Man. 
Oth. The Handkerchief... 
De/. A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your love; 
Shar'd dangers with you. 
Oth. The Handkerchief.. . 
Deſ. Inſooth, you are to blame. 4 
Oth. Away. Exit. Othello. 
Emil. Is not this Man jealous ? | 
De/. I ne'er ſaw this before. \ 
Sure there's ſome wonder in this Handkerchief, 
J am moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. 
Emil. Tis not a year or two ſhews us a Man: 
They areall but ſtomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us wa 9s and when they are ful! 
They belch us. Look you, Caſſio, and my Husband. 5 
En- 
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1 
Euter Jago, and Caſſio. 


Jago. There is no other way, tis ſhe muſt do't ; 
And lo the happineſs; go and importune her. 
Deſ. How now , good Caſſio , what's the news 
with you ? 
Caſ. Madam, my former ſuit. Ido beſeech you; 
That by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exiit, and be a member of his love, 
Whom , with all the office of my heart 
Intirely honour. I'would uot be delay'd. 
If my offence be of ſach mortal kind , 
That not my ſervice paſt, nor preſent ſorrows , 
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity , 
Can ranſom me into his love again ; 
But to know ſo, muſt be my benefit; 
So ſhall I cloath me in a forc'd content, 
And ſhut my ſelf up in ſome other courſe, 
To Fortunes Alms. 
Deſ. Alas! Thrice gentle Caſſu , 
My advocation is nor now in tune ; 
My Lord is not my Lord; nor ſhould I know him; 
Were he in favour, as in humour alter'd. 
So help me every Spitit ſanctified, 
As I have ſpoken for you all my beſt 
And ſtood within the blank of his diſpleaſute , 
For my free (ſpeech. You muſt a while be patient; 
What I can do, I will; and more I wil 
Than for my ſelf? date. Let that ſuffice you. 
Jago. Is my Lord angry? 
Emil. He went hence but now; 
And certainly in ſtrange unquietneſs, _ 
Jago. Can he be atery I have ſeen the Canon, 


When it bath blown his Ranks into the Ait, 


And like the Devil from his very arm 

Puft his own Brother ; and can he be angry? _ 
Something of moment then: Iwill go mecthim ; 
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There's matter in't indeed, if he be angry. (Exit. 
Deſ. I prethee do ſo. Something ſure of State, 
Either from Venice, ot ſome unhatch'd practice, 
Made demonſtrable here in Cyprus, to him, 
Hath pudled his clear Spitit; and in ſuch caſes, 
Mens natures mo with inferior — x » 
Tho' great ones are their object. Tis even ſo. 
For let our finger ake, and it endues 
Our other healthful members , even to ſenſe 
Of pain. Nay , we muſt think Men are not Gods, 
Nor of them Ls for ſuch obſervance always, -. 
As fits the bridal. Beſhrew me much, Emilia, 
I was, unhandſome Watrior as I am , 
Arraigning his unkindneſs with my Soul; 
But now I find, I had ſuborn'd the Witneſs, 
And he's indited falſely. | 
mil. Pray Heav'n it be 
State matters, as youthink, and no conception, 
Nor jealous toy concerning you. 
De/. Alas-the-day , I never gave him cauſe. 
Emil. But jealous Souls will nut be anſwer'd ſo; 
They are not ever jealous for the cauſe , 
But jealous, for they're jealous. 'T is a Monſter 
Begot upon it ſelf, born on it (elf. 
De/. Heav'n keep that Monſter from Orhello's mind, 
Amil. Lady, Amen. | 
Deſ. 1 will go ſeek him. Caſſio, walk hereabout; 
If I do find him fit , I'll move your ſuit , 
And ſeek to effect it to my uttermoſt. ( Exit. 
Caſ. 1 humbly thank your Ladyſhip. | 


Enter Bianca. 


Dian. Save you, Friend Caſſio. 

Caſ. What make you from home? 
How is it with you, my moſt fair Bianca? 
Indeed, ſweet Love, I was coming to your houſe; 
. Bian, And I was going to your Lodging, Com. 
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What, keep a week away? Seven days and nights? 
Eight ſcore eight hours? And Lovers abſent hours 
More tedious than the dial, eightſcore times? 
Oh weary reck'ning ! 3 
Caſ. Pardon me, Bianca: 6 
I have this while with leaden thoughts been preſt, 
But I ſhall in a more continuate time 
Strike off this ſcore of abſence. Sweet Bianca, 
(Giving ber Deſdemoua's Handkerchief. 
Take me this work out. 
Bian. Oh Caſſio, whence came this? 
This is ſome token from a newer Friend ; 
To the felt abſence, now I feel a cauſe: 
Is't come to this? Well, well. 
Caſ. Go to, you Woman; | 
Throw your vild gueſſes in the Devil's teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now 
That this is from ſome Miſtreſs , ſome remembrance; 
No, in good troth , Bianca. 8 
Bian. Why, whoſe is it? 
Caſ. I know not neither; I found it in my Chamber; 
I like the work well; e'reit be demanded, 
As like enough it will, I would have it copied: 
Take it, and doꝭt, and leave me for this time. 
Bian. Leave you? wherefore? 
Caf. I do attend here on the General; 
And think it no addition, nor my win 
Fo have him ſee me woman'd. 
Bian. Why, I pray you? 
Caſ. Not that I love you not. 
Bian. But that you do not love me; 
I pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And ſay if I ſhall ſee you ſoon at night? 
Caſ. Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For I attend here. But I'll fee you ſoon. | 
Bian, Tis very good; I muſt be circumſtanc'd. ; 
Ft _{ Exennt. 
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SCENE I. 
SCENE A Room of State. 


Enter Othello, and Jago. 


JAG o. 


Ill you think fo ? 
W Oth. Think fo, Jago. 


Jago. What, to kiſs in N 2 | 
Oth. An unauthorized kiſs ? | 
Jago. Or to be naked with her Friend a-bed , 
An hour or more, not meaning any harm? x 
Oth, Naked a-bed, Jago, and not mean harm? 
It is hy pocriſie againſt the Devil: 
They that mean virtuouſly , and yet do ſo, 
The Devil their virtue tempts, & they tempt Heav'n. 
Jago. If chey do nothing, ttis a venial flip: 
But if I give my Wife a Handkerchief. 
Oth. What then? 8 1 
Jago. Why then, tis hers, my Lord, and being hers, 
She may, Ithink, beſtow t on any Man. 
Oth. She is Protectteſs of her Honour too/· 
May ſhe give that? | vel by 
Jago. fies Honour is an eſſence that's not ſeen, 


They have it very oft that have it not: 
Bur for the Handkerchief... - 


Oth, By Heay'n I would moſt gladly have forgot it ; 
Thou 
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Thou ſaidſt, oh, it comes o'er my memory, 
As doth the Raven o'er the infected houſe, 
Boading to all, he had my Handkerchief? 
Jago. Ay, what of that? | 
Oth. That's not ſo good now. wrong! 
Jago - What if I had ſaid, I had ſeen him do you 
Or heard him ſay, as Knaves be ſuch abroad, 
Who having by their own importunate ſuit, 
Or voluntary dotage of ſome Miſtreſs, 
Conjured or ſupplied them, cannot chuſe 
But they muſt blab. 
Oth. Hath he (aid any thing? 
Jago. He hath my Lord, but be you well aſſur d, 
No more than he'll unſwear. | | 
Oth. What hath he ſaid ? 
Jago. Why, that he did ., I know not w hat he did. 
Oth. What ? What? 
Jago. Lye... £ 
Oth, With her ? | 
Jago. With her; on her... what you will... 
Oth. Lye with her ! lye on her! we ſay, lye on 
her , when they belye her. Lye with her ! that's 
fulſom : Haundkerchicf. . . Confeſſions . . . Handker- 
chief... to confeſs, and be hang'd for his labour. . . 
Firſt, to be hang'd, and then to confe(s-.. I trem- 
ble at it .. Nature would not inveſt her ſelf in ſuch 
ſhadowing paſſion, without ſome inſtruction. It is 
not words that ſhakes me thus --- piſh --- Noſes, 
Ears, Lips , . . is't poſlible ! - - Confeſs . 
Handkerchief! .. O Devil... ( Falls in a trance. 
Fago. Work on, " 
My medicine worke ; thus credulous Fools are caught; 
And many worthy and chaſt Dames even thus, 
All guitleſs meet reproach; what hoa! my Lord ! 
My Lord, I fay , Othello. 


E 4 En- 
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Enter Caſſio. 


How now, Caſſio? 
Caſ. What's the matter? 
Jago. My Lord is faln into an Epilepſie, 
This is the ſecond fit; he had one yeſterday. 
Caſ. Rub him about the temples. 
Jago. No forbear, 
The lethargy muſt have his quiet courſe; 
If not, he foams at mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to ſavage madneſs; look, he ſtirs ; 
Do you withdraw your ſelf a little while, 
He will recover ſtraight; when he is gone, 
I would on great occaſion ſpeak with you. (Exit Caſſio. 
How is it, General? Have you not hurt your head. 
Orth. Doſt thou mock me? 
Jago. I mock you! no by Heav'n; ; 
Would you would bear your fortune like a Man. 
Oth. A horned Man's a Monſter and a beaſt. 
Jago. There's many a beaſt then in a populous City, 
And many a civil Monſter. | 
Oth. Did he confels it? 
Jago. Good Sir, be a Man: 
Think every bearded Fellow that's but yoak'd 
May draw with you- There's Millions now alive, 
That nightly lye in thoſe improper beds, 
Which oy dare (wear peculiar. Your caſe is better. 
Oh, 'tis the ſpight of Hell, the Fiends Arch mock , 
To lip a wanton in a ſecure couch; 
And to ſuppoſe her chaſt. No, let me know , 
And knowing what Iam, I know what ſhe ſhall be. 
Oth. Oh, thou art wife ; tis certain. 
Jago. Stand you a while apart, 
Confine your Elk but in a patient liſt. 
Whilſt you were here, o et whelmed with your grief 
(A Paſſion moſt unficting ſuch a Man) 
Caſio came hither, I ſhifted him away, , 
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And laid good 'fcuſe upon your ecſtaſic , 0% 
Bade him anon return , and here ſpeak with me, 
The which he promis'd. But encave your ſelf, 
And mark the geers , the gybes and notable ſcorns, 
That dwell in every region of his face. g 
For Iwill make him tell the tale ane w; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath , aud is again to rope your Wife. 
I (ay , but mark his geſture. Marry patience, 
Or I ſhall ſay y'are all in all in ſpleen, 
And * of a Man. | | 

Oth. Doſt thou hear, Jago, 
I wili be found moſt cunning in my patience; 


But, doſt thou hear, moſt bloody. 


Jago. That's not amils ; 
But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw? 
(Othello withdraws, 
Now will I queſtion Caſſio of Bianca, 
A Huſwife , that by ſelling her defires, 
Buys her ſelf bread and cloaths. Iris a creature 
That dotes on Caſſio, as t is the ſtrumpet's plague 
To beguile many, aud be beguil'd by one; 
He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excels of laughter. Here he comes. 


Enter Caſſio. 


As he ſhall ſmile, Othollo ſhall go mad; 
And his unbookiſh jealouſie muſt conſter , 

Poor Caſſios ſmiles , geſtures and light behaviour 
Quite in the wrong. How do you now, Lieutenant? 
Caſ. The worſer that you give me the addition, 

Whoſe want even kills me. 
Jago. Ply Deſdemona well, and you are ſure on't: 
Now , if this ſute lay in Bianca's power, 
How quickly ſbould you (| _s 2 (Speaking lower, 
Caſ. Alas, poor Caitiff. 
E 5 Oth. 
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Oth. Look how he laughs already. 

Jago. I never knew a Woman love Man ſo. 

Caſ. Alas, ou Rogue, I think indeed ſhe loves me, 
Oth. Now he denies it faintly , and laughs it out. 

Jago. Do you hear, Caſſio? | 

Oth. Now he importunes him 
To tell it o'er : Go to, well ſaid , well ſaid. 

Jago. She gives it out, that you ſhall marry her. 
Doyou intend it ? 

Caſ. Ha, ha, ha. | 

Ort. Do ye triumph, Roman? do you triumph? 

Caf. I marry ! ... What ? a Cuſtomer ? prithee bear 
Some charity to my wit , do notthink it 
So unwholſome. Ha, ha, ha. 

Oth. So, ſo, ſo, ſo: they laugh that win. 

Jago. Why, the cry goes that you ſhall marry her. 

Caſ. Prithee ſay true? 

Jago. I am a very Villain elſe. 

Oth. Have you ſcoar d me? well. | 

Caſ. This is the Monkey's own giving out: 

She is perſwaded I will marry her, , 
Out ot her own love & flattery, not out of my promiſe. 

Oth. Jago beckons me : Now he begins the ſtory. 

Caſ. She was here even now; ſhe haunts me in 
every place. I was t' other day talking on the Sea 
bank with certain Venetians, and thither comes this 
Bauble, and falls me thus about my neck... 

Oth. Crying, oh dear Caſſio, as it were: His ge- 
ſture imports it. 

Caſ. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me, 
So hales, and pulls me. Ha, ha, ha... 

Oth. Now he tells how ſhe pluckt him to my 
chamber: Oh, I ſec that noſe of yours but not that 
Dog I ſhall throw it to. 

Caſ. Well, I muſt leave her company. 

ago. Before me; look where ſhe comes. 


En- 
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Oth, 1 would have him nine years a killing: 
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Enter Bianca. 


Caf. Tis ſuch another firchew ! marry , a per- 
fam'd one ; What do you mean by this haunting of 
me: 

Bian. Let the Devil and his Damm haunt you: 
what did you mean by that ſame handkerchief you 
gave me even now? I was a fine fool to take it: I 
muſt take out the work? A likely piece of work, 
that you ſhould find it in your Chamber, and not know 
who left it there. This 1s ſome Minxe's token, and 
I muſt rake out the work? There , give ir your 
Hobbey horſe : Whereſoever you had it, I'll take 
out no work on tt. 

Caſ. How now, my ſweet Bianca ? 

How now ? How now ? 

Oth. By Heav'n, that ſhould be my Handkerchief. 

Bian. An you'll come to ſupper to-night , you may; 
if you will not , come when you are next prepar'd 

T. (Exit. 

Jag. After her, after her. 

Caſ. 1 muſt, ſhe'll rail in the ſtreets elſe. 

Zago. Will you ſup there? 

Caf. Yes, I intend ſo. 

Fago. Well, I may chance to ſce you; for I would 
very fain ſpeak with you. 

Caſ. Prithee, come, will you? 

ago. Go to, ſay no more. (Exit Caſſio. 

Oth. How ſhall I murther him, Fago? : 

ago. Did you perceive how he laugh'd at his vice? 

Oth. Oh, age. | 

Jago. And did you ſee the Handkerchict? 

Oth. Was that mine? | 

ago. Yours by this hand: And to ſee how he pri- 
zes the fooliſh woman your Wife. .. She gave it him, 
and he hath given it his Whore. 
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A fine Woman ! A fair Woman ! A ſweet Woman! ., 
ago. Nay , you mult forget that. 

Oth. Ay, let her rot and periſh, and be dama'd 
to-night , for ſhe ſhall not live. No, my heart is 
turn'd to ſtone: I ſtrike it, and it hurts my hand. 
Oh, the World hath not a ſweeter creature... She 
might lye by an Emperor's fide , and command him 
tasks. "i 

Jago. Nay , that's not your oy: 

Oth. Hang her, I do but ſay what ſhe is.. ſo deli- 
cate with her needle, .. An admirable Muſician. Oh, 
the will ſing the favageneſs out of a Bear: Of fo high 
a plenteous wit, and invention. 

Jago. She's the worſe for all this. 

Oth. Oh, a thouſand, a thouſand times: 

Aud then of ſo gentle a condition! 

Tago. Ay, too gentle. 

Oth, Nay that's certain. 

Bur yet the pity of it, Jags... Oh, Jago, the pity 
of it, Jago, 

Jago. If you be fo fond over her iniquity, give 
her patent to offend ; for if it touch not you, it comes 
near no body. 

Oth. 1 will chop her into meſſes: Cuckold me! 

Jago. Oh, tis foul in her. 

Oth. With mine Oticer! 

Jago. That's fouler. 

Oth. Get me ſome poiſon, ago, this night. III. 
not expoſtulate with her, leſt her body and her beauty 
unprovide my mind again: This night, Jago. 

Jago. Do it not with poiſon; ſtrangle her in her bed. 
Even the bed ſhe hath contaminated. 

Oth. Good, good: 
The juſtice of it pleaſes ; very good. 

Jago. And for Caſſio, let me be his undertaker : 
You ſhall hear more by midnight. | 
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Enter Lodovico a Deſdemona, and Attendants. 


Oth. Excellent good... what Trumpet is that ſame ? 
ago. I warrant ſomething of import from Venice. 
'T1s Lodovico, this comes from the Duke. 
See, your Wite's with him. 
Lod. Save you, worthy General. 
Oth. With all my heart, Sir. 
Tod. The Duke , aud Senators of Venice greet you. 
| Gives him a Letter. 
Oth. I kiſs the inſtrument of their pleaſures. _ + 
De/. And what's the news, good Coulin Lodovico ? 
Jago. I am very glad to ſee you, Siguior. 
Welcome to Cyprus. 
Lod. I thank you; how does Lieutenant Cafſ# ? 
Tago. Lives, Sir. 
De/. Couſiu, there's faln between him and my Lord 
An unkind breach: Bur you ſhall make all well. 
Oth. Are you ſure of that? 
Deſ. My Lord? 
Oth, This fail you not to do, as you will... 
Lod. He did not call; he's buſie in the paper, 
Is there diviſion 'rwixt my Lord and Caſſio? 
Deſ. A moſt unhappy one; I would do much 
T'atone them, for the love I bear ro Caſſio. 
Oth. Firc and brimſtone 
Deſ. My Lord? 
Lod. Are you wiſe ? 
Deſ. What, is he angty? 
Lod. May be the Letter mov'd him, 
For as I think they do command him home; 
Deputing Caſſio in his Government. 
Deſ. Fru me, I am glad on't. 
Oth. Indeed! 
Deſ. My Lord! | 
Oth. I am glad to ſee you mad, 
Deſ. How, ſweet Othello? EF 
th, 
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Otb. Devil! ( Strikes her. 

Deſ. I have not deſerv d this. 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be believ'd in Venice; 
Though I ſhould ſwear I ſaw't. Tis very much, 
Make her amends , ſhe weeps. 

Oth. Oh Devil, Devil! 

If that the earth could teem with Woman's teats , 
Each drop ſhe falls would prove a Crocodile: 

Out of my fight... 

+ Def. 1 will not ſtay to oftend you. ( Going, 

Lod. Truly an obedient lady: | 
Ido beſeech your Lordſhip call her back. 

Oth. Miſtreſs. 2% 

Deſ. My Lord. "> 

Oth. What would you with her, Sit? 

Lod. Who 1, my Lord? 3 

Oth. Ay! Vou did wiſh that I would make her turn: 
Sit, ſhe can turn and turn, and yet go on, 

And turn again. And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep. 
And ſhe's 8 as you ſay, obedient; 
Very obedient... proceed you in your teats... 
Concerning this, Sir... oh well painted paſſion J. 
Iam commanded home... get you away ! 
I'll ſend for you anon... Sir, I obey the Mandate. 
And will retutn to Venice .. Hence ,avant !... | 
| (Exit Def. 
Caſſio ſhall have my place. And, Sir, to- night 
Idoentreat, that we may ſup together. 
You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus. 22 
Goats and Monkies ( Exit, 

Lod. Is this the Noble Moor, whom out full Senate 
Call all in all ſufficient? This the noble narure 
Whom Paſſion could net ſhake ! Whoſe folid Virrue 
The ſhot of Accideut, nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze , nor pierce ? 

754 He is much chang d. 
od. Are his wits ſafe? Is he not light of brain? 

Tago. He's that he is; I may not breath my cenſure. 

| | What 
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Wat he might be, if what he might, he is nor, 


1 would to Heay'n he were, 

Lod. What, ſtrike his Wife! 

Fago. Faith that was not ſo well; yet would I knew - 
That ſtroke would prove the worſt. 

Lod. Is it his uſe ? 
Or did the Letters work upon his blood , 
Aud new create this fault 1 

Tago. Alas, alas! | 
It is not honeſty in meto ſpeak 
What I have ſeen and known. You ſhall obſerve , 
And his own courſes will denote him ſo, 
That I may fave my ſpeech ; do but go after him, 
And mark how he continues. 

Lod, lam ſorry that I am deceiv d in him. 

(Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
An Apartment. 
Enter Othello, and Emilia. 


OUTturlt to 


Ou have ſeen nothing then? | 
Emil. Nor ever heard , nor ever did ſuſpect. 
Oth. Ves, you have ſeen Caſſio and ſhe together. 
mil. But then I ſaw no harm; and then I heard 
Each ſyllable that breath made up between them. 


' 
Oth. What? Did they never whiſper ? | 
Emil. Never, my Lord. | 

Oth. Nor ſend you out o'th' way? 

Emil. Never. 

Orth. To fecch her Fan, her Gloves, her Mask,; 


| 


nor nothing ? 
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Zmil: Never, my Lord. | 
Oth. That's ſtrange! | : 
Emil. 1 durſt, my Lord, to wager ſhe is honeſt , 
Lay down my ſoul at ſtake; if you think other, 
Remove your thought, it doth abuſe your boſom, 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 
Let Heav'n requite it with the Serpent's curſe. 
For if the be not honeſt, chaſt and true, 
There's no Man happy , the pureſt of their Wives , 
Is foul as Slander, | 
Oth. Bid her come hithet, go. (Exit. Amilia, 
She ſays enough ; yer ſhe's a ſimple Bawd 
That cannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtle Whore , 
A cloſer-lock and key of villanous Secrets; Th 
And yet ſhe'll kneel, aud pray; I have ſeen her do't. 


e wt i@.o.: 


Enter Deſdemona and Amilia. 


Deſ. My Lord, what is your will? 
Oth. Pray Chuck, come hither. 
Deſ. What is your pleaſure ? 

Oth. Let me ſee your eyes; .. Look in my face. 
Deſ. What horrible fancy's this ? | | 
Oth. Some of your function, Miſtreſs , 

Leave procreants alone, and ſhut the door, 
Cough , orcry hem, if any body come, 
Your myſtery , your myſtery ; nay diſpatch. 
: ; (Exit Amilia, 
Deſ. Upon my knees, what doth your ſpeech import? 
I underſtand a — in your words ; but not the words. 
Oth. Why? What art thou? a 
Def. Your Wife, my Lord;your true and loyal Wife. 
Oth. Come {wear it; damnthy ſelf, leſt being like 
one h thee. 
Of Heav'n ,the Devils themſelves ſhould fear to ſeize 
Therefore be double damn'd ; ſwear thou art houeſt. 
De/. Heay'n doth truly know it. | Ly 
Oth. Heay'ntruly knows, that thou art falſe as _ | 
De). 
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Deſ. To whom, my Lord? with whom? How am 
. 1 falſe? 
Oth. Ah, Deſdemon , away, away, away... 
Deſ. Alas the heavy day! Why do you weep 2? 
Am I the motive of thoſe tears, my Lord? 
If hap'ly you my Fathet do ſuſpect, 
An inſtrument of this your calling back, 
= not your blame on me: if you have loſt him, 
Why I haveloſt him too. 
Oth. Had it pleas'd Heav'n ; | 
To try me with affliction ; had he rain'd 
All kind of ſores and ſhames on my bare head, 
Steep'd me in Poverty to the very lips, 
Given to captivity me and my utmolt hopes ; 
I ſhould have found in ſome part of my Soul 
A drop of patience, But alas ! to make me 
A fixed figure for the hand of Scorn 
To point his flow and moving finger at... 
Yet could I bear that too, well, very well: 4 
But there where I have garner'd up my heart z 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no life; | 
The fountain from the which my current runs, K 
Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence; ... 
Or keep it as a ciſtern, for foul Toads 
To knot and gender in. Turn thy complexion there, 
Patience, thou young aud role lipp'd Cherubin, 
I here look grim as Fel, Tp 
Deſ. I hope my noble Lord eſteems me honeſt ? 
 ©th. O ay, as Summer - flies are in the ſhambles , 
Thar — even with blowing. Oh thou black 
weed! | 
Why art' ſo lovely, fair, and ſmell'ſt ſo ſweet 
Thar the ſenſe akes at thee? 
Would thou had'ſt ne'er been born! 
Deſ. Alas, what ignorant (in have I committed + 
Oth, Was this fair paper, this moſt goodly book, 
Made to write Whore upon? What ſin commited ! 
| | F Com- 
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Committed ? Oh, thou publick Commoner, 
I ſhould make very _ of my cheeks, 
That would to cynders burn up Modeſty , 
Did but I ſpeak thy deeds. What fin commited ! 
Heay'n ſtops the noſe at it, and the Moon winks ; 
The bawdy Wind, that kifles all it meets, 

Is huſh'd within the hollow mine of Earth (ſtrumpet! 
And will not hear't. What, committed Im pudent 

De/. By Heav'n , you do me wrong, 

Oth. Are not youa Strumpet ? 

Deſ. No, as Jam a Chriſtian : 

If to preſerve this veſfel for my Lord, 
From any other foul unlawtultouch , 
Be not to be a Strumper, I am none. 
Oth. What, nota Whore? 

Deſ. No, as I ſhall be ſav'd. 

Oh. Ist poſſible? 

Def. Oh heav'n forgive us. 

Oth. 1 cry you mercy, then. 

I took you for that canning Whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. You, Miſtreſs ! 


Enter Emilia. 


That have the Office oppoſite to Saint Perer , 
And keep the Gate of Hell, You, you! Ay you! 
We have done our courle, there's mony for your'pains; 
I pray you turn the key, and keep our counſel. a 
Exit. 
mil. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceive ? 
How do you, Madam ? How do you, my good Lady? 
De/. Faith, half aſleep. | (Lord? 
Emil. Good Madam, what's the matter with my 
Deſ. With who? | | 
Emil. Why, with my Lord, Madam? 
Deſ. Who is thy Lord? | 
Emil. He that is yours, ſweet Lady. © 
" Def. 
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Deſ. I have none: do not talk to me; Æmilia, 
I canuot weep ; nor anſwers have I none, 
But what ſhould go by water. Prethee to-night , 
Lay on my bed my wedding Sheets, remember, 
And call n © Husband hither. | 

Emil. Here's a change indeed. (Exit: 

Deſ. Tis meet I ſhould beus'd ſo, very meet. 
How have I been behay'd, that he might ſtick 
The ſmalleſt opinion on my leaſt miſuſe ? * 


Enter Jago, and Amilia, 


Jago. What is your pleaſure, Madam? 
How 1s't with you? | 

Deſ. I cannot tell; thoſe that do teach young Babes, 
Do it wien gentle means, and eaſie tasks: 
He might have chid me ſo; For in good faith, 
Jam a Child to chiding. 

Jago. What's the mattet, Lady ? 1 
Emil. Alas, 757 my Lord hath ſo bewhor'd her , 
Thrown ſuch deſpight, and heavy terms upon her, 
That true hearts cannot bear it. 
Deſ. Am I that name, Jago? 

Jago. What name, fair Lady? | 

Deſ. Such as ſhe fd my Lord did fay I was. 0 

«Emil. He call'd het Whore: a Beggar , in his drink, 


7 


Could not have laid ſuch terms upon his Caller. 


Jago. Why did he ſo? | 
D ſe. I do not know; I am ſure I ami none ſuch, 
Jago. Do not weep , do not weep ; alas the day! 
Emil. Hath ſhe forſook ſo many noble Matches? 
Her Father, and her Country, and her Friends, 
To be call'd Whore? Would it not make one weep ? 
Def. It is my wretched fortune. 3 
Jago. Beſhrew him fot't; how comes this ttick upon 
De /. Nay , Heav'n doth know. (him? 
mil. I will be hang'd if ſome eternal Villain, 
F 2 Some | 


| 
pa 
* 


Some buſie and inſinuating Rogue, 
Some cogging, cozening Slave , to get ſoine office, 
Has not devis d this ander : I will be hang d elſe. 

Ta Fic, there is no ſuch man; it is impoſſible. 

eſ. If any ſuch there be, Heav'n pardon him. 

mil. A Halter pardon him, & Hell 2 his bones. 
Why ſhould he call her Whore? Who keeps her com- 
8 any? 

What place? what time? what form? what likelyhood ? 
The Moor's abus'd by ſome moſt villanous Knave, 
Some bale notorious ł nave, ſome icurvy Fellow. 
Oh Heav'ns, that ſuch companions rhoud'ſt unfold , 
And put in every honeſt hand a whip, 
To laſh the Raſcal naked through the World, 
Even from the Eaſt to rh' Weſt. 

ao. Speak within door. 

JEmil. Oh fieupon him! Some ſuch Squire he was 
That turn'd your wit, the ſeamy fide without, 
And made yot to ſuſpect me with the Moor. 

Zago. You ere a fool; go to. 

De/. Alas, Jago , wits 
What ſhall I do to win my Lord again? 
Good Friend, goto him; for by this light of Heav'n, 
I know not how 1 loſt him. Herel kneel ; ( Kneeling. 
If c'er my will did treſpaſs'gainſt his love, 
Either in diſcourſe, ot thought, or actual deed , 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any ſenſe 
Delighted them on any other form ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will , though he do ſhake me off 
To beggarly divorcement, love him dearly, 
Comfort forſwear me. Unkindneſs may do much, 
And his unkindneſs may defeat my life , 
But never taint my love. I cannot ſay Whore , 
It do's abhor me now I ſpeak the word, 
To do the act, that might the addition earn, 
Not the World's maſs of vanity could make me. 
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Fago. I pray you be content; 'tis but his humour ; 


| The buſineſs of the State do's him offence. 


And he doeschide with you. 
Def. If 'twere no other. | 
ago. It is but ſo, I warrant. (Trumpets, 
Hark how theſe Inſtruments ſummon you to ſupper, 

The Meſlenger of Venice ſtays the meat; 
Go in, and weep not; all _ ſhall be well. 
; ( Exeunt Deſdemona and Amilia. 


Enter Rodorigo, 


How now, Rodrigo ? 
Rod. I do not find 
That thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 
ago. What in the contrary? 
od. Every day thou doft'ſt me with ſome device, 
ago and rather as ir ſeems to me now, keep'ſt 
rom me all conveniency , than ſupplieſt me with the 
leaſt advantage of hope. I will indeed no longer eu- 
dure it. Nor am I yet perſuaded to put up in peace, 
what already I have fooliſhly ſuffer'd. | 

Jago. Will you hear me, Rodorigo? 

Rod. Sir I have heard too much; aud your words and 
performances are no kin together. 

Jago. You charge me molt unjuſtly. 

Rod. With naught but truth : I have waſted m 
ſelf out of my means. The Jewels you have ha 
from me to deliver Deſdemona , would half have 
corrupted a Votariſt; you have told me ſhe hath re- 
Sir them, and return'd me expectations and com- 
forts of ſudden reſpect, and acquaintance, but. I fiud 
none. | | 
Tago. Well, go to; very well. 

Rod. Very well, go to; I cannot go ta, Man, 
nor'tis not very well ; nay , I think it is ſcurvy ; and 


” 


begin to find my ſelf fob'd in it. 
i e 142H. 
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Jago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you, 'tis not very well. I will make 
my (elf known to Deſdemona. If the will return me 
my Jewels, I will give over my ſuit, and repent my 
unlaw ful ſolicitation. If not, aſſure your ſelf, 1 
will ſeek ſatisfaction of you. | | 
Jago. You have ſaid now? 

Rod. Ay, and (aid nothing but what I proteſt 
intendment of doing. | 

Jago Why, now I ſee {there's mettle in thee; 
and even from this inſtant do I build on rhee a better 
Opinion than ever before, Give me thy hand, Ro- 
dorigo Thou haſt taken againſt me a moſt juſt con- 
ception ; but yer I proteſt I have dealt moſt directly 
A "A ; | 
Rod. It hath not appear'd. 

ago I grant indeed it hath not appear d; and 
your ſuſpicion is not without wit and judgment. But, 
Rodorgo , if thou haſt that in thee indeed, which 1 
have greater raiſon to believe now than ever (I mean, 
purpole , courage , and valour ) this night ſhew 
it. If thou the next night following enjoy not Deſ- 
demona , take me from his World with treachery , 
and deviſe engines for my life. 

Nad. Well; what is it? Is it within reaſon and 
compaſs? 1 

Tiago. Sir, there is eſpecial Commiſſion come 
from Venice to depute Caſſio in Othello's place. 

Rog. Is that true? Why then Othello and Deſde- 
mona return again to Venice. | 
ago. Oh no; he goes into Mauritania res 


taketh away with him the fair Deſdemona , unleſs his 


abode be lingred here by ſome accident. Wherein 
none. can be fo determinate, as the removing of 
r 3 1 
Rod. How do you mean removing him? 

ago. Why , by making him uncapable of Othello's 
place; Enocking out his brains. 4 


nake 
| me 
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Rod. And that you would have me to do ? 

Jago. Ay, if you dare do your ſelf a profit, and a 
right. He ſups to-night with a Harlotry ; and thither 
will I go to him. He knows not yet of his honoura- 
ble fortune: if you will watch his going thence 
( which I will faſhion to fall out berween twelve and 
one) you may take him at your pleaſure. I will be 
near to ſecond your attempt , and he ſhall fall be- 
tween us. Come , ſtand not amaz'd at it, but go 
along with me; I will ſhew you ſuch a neceſſity in 
his death, that you ſhall think your ſelf bound to 
put it on him. It is now high ſupper time; and the 
night grows to waſte. About it. 

Rod. I will hear further reaſon for this. 


Fago, And you ſhall be ſatisfied; ( Exeunt 


Enter Othello, Lodovico , Deſdemona, Emilia, 
and Attendants. 
( ther. 


Lod. 1 do beſeech you, Sir, trouble your ſelf no fur- 
Oth. Oh pardon me; 'twill do me good to walk. 
Lod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank your 
Deſ. Your Honour is moſt welcome. (Ladithip. 
Orth. Will you walk, Sir: O Deſdemona ! 
Deſ. My Lord? | 
Oth. Ger you to bed on th'inſtant, I will beretur- 
n'd forthwith ; diſmiſs your attendant there; look'r 
be done. ( Exit. 
Deſ. I will, my Lord. 
mil. How goes it now? He looks gentlerthan he 
Def. He ſays he will return incontinent, (did. 
And hath commanded me to go to- bed; 
And bid me to diſmiſs you. 
mil. Diſmiſs me? 
Deſ. It was his bidding; therefore good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly N and adieu: 


We mulſb not now diſpleaſe im. as 
F 4 Emil. 
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«Emil. I would you had never ſeen him. 
Deſ. So would not I; my love doth fo approve him, 

That even his ſtubborneſs, his checks, his frowns , 

( Prethee unpin me) have grace and favour in them. 
Emil. have laid thoſe ſheers you bad me on the bed. 
De/. All's one; good Father! How fooliſh are our 

Tf I do die before thee , prethee ſhroud me ( minds? 

In one of thele ſame ſheets. | 
Emil. Come, come; you talk. 

Def. My Mother had a Maid call'd Barbara , 

She was in love; and he ſhe lov'd prov'd mad, 

And did forſake her. She had a Song of Willow, 

An old thing 'twas, but it expreſs'd her fortune, 

And ſhe dy'd finging it- That Song to-night, 

Will not go from my mind: I have much to do, 

Bur to go hang my head all at one fide 

Ayd ſing it like poor Barbara; prethee diſpatch. 

mil. Shall I go fetch your might-gown ? 

Deſ. No, unpin me here; 
This Lodovico is a proper Man. 

Emil. A very handſom Man. 

Deſ. He ſpeaks well. | 

Emil. TI know a Lady in Venice would have walk d 
barefoot to Paleſtine for a touch of his nether lip. 
| SUS oY "OY 

The poor Soul ſat ſighing, by a Sycamore tree. 

Sing all a green willow: | 

Her hand on her _ „ber head on her knee , 

Sing willow, willow , willow. e 

The fresh ſtreams ran by her , and murmur'd her moans ; 

Sing willow, exc. © ws 1 

Her ſalt tears fell from her, and ſoftned the ſtones; 

Sing willow, ,. x | : HEN 

Willow , willow, ( Prithee high thee , he'll come 

2 anon; lay by cheſe | er 

Sing all a green willow muſt be my Garland. 

Let no body blame him, his ſcorn I approve. 


Nay 
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Nay that's not next; . . Hark who is't that knocks 
mil. It's the Wind. | 
Deſ. I call'd my Love falſe , but what ſaid he then? 
Sing Willow , c. 

If I court more Women , you'll couch with more Men. 


So ger thee gone, good night; mine eyes do itch , 
Doth that boad weeping ? Fg 
mil. Tis neither here nor there. | 
Def. I have heard it ſaid ſo; O theſe men, theſe men 
Doſt thou in conſcience think, tell me Amilia, 
That there be Women do abuſe their Husbands, 
In ſuch groſſe kind? 175 | 
Amil. There be ſome ſuch, no queſtion. 
Deſ. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the world: 
mil. Why, would not you? .}_ 
Deſ. No, by this Heav'nly Light. 
Emil. Nor I neither, by this Heav'nly Light, 
I might do't as well i'th' dark. . 
De /. Would'ſt thou do ſuch a deed for all the world ? 
mil. The World's a huge thing; | 
It 1s a great price, for a ſmall vice. 
De /. In troth I think thou would'ſt not. 


Emil. In troth I think I ſhould , and undo't when 


I had done. Marry, I would not do ſuch a thing for 
a joint ring, nor for meaſures of Lawn, nor for 
Gowns , Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhi- 
bition. But for all the whole. Word; why, who 
would not make her Husband a Cuckold , to make him 
2 Monarch? I ſhould venture Purgatory for't. 

' Def. Beſhrew me, if I would do ſuch a wrong 
For the whole World. | 

mil. Why the wrong is but a wrong 1'th” 
World; and and having the World for your labour, tis 


a wrong in your own World, and you might quickly 

make it right. | 

| Def. I do not think there is any ſuch Woman. 
. | * * F 5 E 
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Anil. Ves, a dozen; and as many to th' van- 
tage , as would ſtore the World they plaid for, 
But 1 do think it is their Husbands Ales 
If Wives do fall: Say, that they flack their duties, 
And pour out treaſures into foreign laps, 
Or elle break out in peeviſh jealouſies, 
Throwing reſtraint upon us; or ſay they ſtrike us, 
Or ſcant our former having in deſpight; 
Why we havegalls; and though we have ſome Grace, 
Yet have we ſome Revenge. Let Husbands know , 
Their Wives have ſenſe like them; they ſee and ſmell ; 
And have their palats both for ſweet and ſower , 
As Husbands have. What is it that they do, 
When they change us for others? Is it ſport? 
I think it is; and doth affection breed it? 
I think it doth: Is't frailty that thus errs? 
It is ſo too. And have not we affections ? 
Defires for ſport? And frailty as Men have? 
Then ler them uſe us well: elſe let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills inſtruct us to. 
De /. _ night, good night; Heav'n me ſuch uſes 
end, 
No to pick bad from bad ; but by bad, mend. 
| | ( Exeunt, 


* 


* * 
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SQFT: 
SCENE I. 
SCEN E The Street. 


Enter Jago „ and Rodorigo. 


Jac o. 
Ere, ſtand behind this bulk , ſtraight will he 


come : 
Wear thy good Rapier bare, and put it home; 
Quick, quick, fear nothing, 1'1] be at thy elbow: 
It makes us, or it mars us, think on that, 
And fix moſt firm thy reſolution. 
Rod. Be near at hand, I may miſcarry in't. 
Jago. Here, at thy hand; behold, and take thy ſtand. 
Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed, 


And yet he hath given me ſatisfy ing reaſons ; 


Tis but a Man gone. Forth my Sword; he dies. 
Jago. I've rub'd this young Quat almoſt to the ſenſe, 

And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Caſſio, 

Or Caſſio him, or each do kill the other, 

Every way makes my game. Lives Rodorigo , 

He calls me to a reſtitution lar 


Of Gold, and Jewels, that I bob d from him, 


As gifts to Deſdemona. 

It muſt not be. If Caſſio do remain, 

He hath a daily beauty in his life, 

That makes me ugly: and beſides the Moor 

May unfold me to him; chere ſtand I in much po 
7: Oz 
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No, he muſt die. But fo, I hear him coming. 
bs | Exit. Jago, 


Enter Caſſio. 


Rod. I know his gate, tis he: Villain thou dyeſt. 
| (He runs at Caſſio, and wounds him. 
Caſ. That thruſt had been mine Enemy indeed, 
But that my coat is better than thou know'ſt: 
I] will make proof of thine. LT: 
Rod. Oh, I am lain. ( Fight , and both fall. 
Caſ. I am maim'd for ever; 
Help hoa! Murther , murther ! 


4 


Enter Othello, above at a Window. 


Oth. The voice of Caſio, Jago keeps his word, 
Rod. O Villain that I am! | 
Oth, It is even ſo. 
 ? Caf. Oh help ho! Light! A Surgeon!... 
Ot. Tis he! O brave Jago, honeſt and juſt, 
That haſt ſuch noble ſeuſe of thy Friend's wrong, 
Thou teacheſt me. Minion, your Dear lies dead, 
And your unbleſt Fate highes. Strumpet I come: 
For off my heart, thoſe charms thine eyes, are blotted; 
Thy bed luſt ſtain'd, ſhall with luſt's blood be ſported. 
. * l Exit. Othello. 


Enter Lodovico, and Gratiano, 


Caf. What ho! No Watch? No paſſage? Murther, 
Murther! x 

Gra. Tis ſome miſchance, the voice is very direful. 

Caſ. Oh help! 1 SG 

Lod. Hark! | 

Rod. Oh wretched Villain | | 

Log, Two or three groan. Tis 3 night; 

Theſe may be Counterfeits: Let's think't unſafe 5 

I a 
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To come into the cry , without more help. 
Rod. No body come: Then ſhall I bleed to death. 


Enter Jago, in his Shirt. 


Lod. Hark. 

Gra. Here's one comes in his ſhire, with light, 
and weapons. | 

Fago. Who's there? 
Whole noiſe is this that cries out Murther ? 

Lod. We do not know. 

Jago. Do not you hear a cry? 20 

Caſ. Here, here: For Heav'n ſake help me. 

ago. What's the matter? 

Gra. This is Othello's Ancient, as I take it. 

Tod. The fame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. 

Jago. What are you here, that cry ſo grievouſly ? 

Caſ. ago! Oh ] am ſpoil'd; undone by Villains; 
Give me ſome help. 

ago. O me, Lieutenant! o 

What Villains have done this? 

Caſ. I think that one of them is hereabout, 


And cannot make away. 


ago. Oh treacherous Villains! Ne He: 
What are you there? Come in, and give ſome help. 
Rod. O help me here. 
Caſ. That's one of them, 
Jago. Oh murd'rous Slave! O Villain! 6 
| . (Jago ſtabs him. 
Rod. O damn'd Jago! O inhuman Dog! 
Jago. Kill Men 1'th' dark? Where be theſe bloody 
Thieves? 
How filent is this Town? Ho, Murther ! Murther! 
What may you be? Are you of good or evil? 
Lod. As you hall prove us, praile us. 
7ago. Signior Lodovico ? 
Lod. He, Sir. 


Jago, 
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Jago. Icry you rtiercy! here's Caſio hurt by Villains. 
Fra. Caſo! 
Jago. How is't ; Brother? 
Caſ. My leg is cut in two. 


Tago. Marry Heav'n forbid : . 
Light Gentlemen; I'Il bind it with my ſhtirt. 


Enter Bianca. 


Bian. What is the matter hoa? Who is't that cry d? 
Jago. Who is't that cry'd? 1 
Bian. Oh my dear Caſſio, | 

My ſweet Caſio: Oh Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſio. 

Jago. O notable Strumpet ! Caſſio, may you ſuſpect 

Who they ſhould be, that have thus mangled you # 
Caſ. No. 

Gra. 1 am ſorry to find you thus: 

I have been to ſeek you. 

Jago. Lend me a — So... Oh for a Chair 

To bear him eaſily hence. 

Bian. Alas he faints. Oh Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſio. 
ago. Gentlemen all, I do ſuſpect this traſh 

To be a party in this injury. 

Patience a while, — Caſſio, come, come; 

Lend me a light: Know we this tace, or no? 

Alas, my Friend, and my dear Country-man 

Rodorigo ! No: Yes ſure : Vea, 'tis Rodorigo, 

Gra. What, of Venice? 

Jago. Even he, Sir: did you know him? 

Gra- Know him? Ay. 
Jago. _ Gratiano? I cry your gentle pardon : 
Thele bloody accidents muſt excuſe my manners , 


Thar ſo neglected you. 
Gra. I am glad to ſee you. 
Jago. How do you, Caſſio? Oh a Chair, a Chait. 
Gra. Rodorigo? 
ago. He, he, tis he: Oh that's well ſaid, the Chair. 
Some good Man bear him carefully from hence 11 


_ 
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I'll fetch the General's Surgeon. For you, Miſtreſs, 
Save you your labour. He that lyes ſlain here, Caſſio, 
Was my dear Friend, What malice was between you ? 
Caſ. None inthe world : nor do I know the Man. 
ago. What look you pale? Oh bear him our o'ch* 
Air. ( Miſtreſs 2 
Stay you good Gentlemen. Look you pale , 
Do you perceive the gaſtnels of her eye? 7 To Bianca. 
Nay, if you ſtare, we ſhall hear more anon. 
Behold her well, I pray you look upon her, 
Do you ſee , Gentlemen? Nay , guiltineſs will ſpeak , 
Though rongues were out of ule. 


Enter Emilia. 


Emil. Alas, what is the matter? 
What is the matter, Husband ? 
Jago. Caſſio hath been ſer on in the dark 
By Rodorigo, and Fellows that are ſcap'd: 
He's almoſt ſlain, and Rodorigo dead- 
Emil. Alas, good Gentleman! Alas, good Caſſio! 
Jago That is the fruits of whoring. Prithee 
Go know of Caſſio where he ſu pr to-night, ( Zmilia , 
What, do ton ſhake at that: 
Bian · He ſupt at my houſe, but I therefore ſhake not. 
Jago. O did he ſo? I charge you go with me. 
Amil. Oh fie upon thee, Strumpet. | 
Bian. 1 am no Strumpet, but of life as honeſt, 
As you that thus abuſe me. 
mil., As 1? Fie upon thee, | | 
Jago. Kind Gentlemen: Let's go ſee poor Caſſio dreſt, 
Come Miſtreſs, you mult tell's auorher tale. 
Emilia, run you to the Cittadel, 
And tell my Lord and Lady, what hath hap'd : 
Will you go on afore? This is the night 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 
(Exeunt. 


SCENE 


SCENE II. 
A Bed-chamber : Deſdemona is 


diſcover'd aſleep in her bed. : 
Enter Othello: Y 
| MP I 
OTHELL o. | N 

T is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my Soul, 

Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars 
t is the cauſe. Yer I'll not ſhed her blood, 
Nor ſcar that whiter-skin of hers than ſnow z 

And ſmooth as Monumental Alabaſter : | 
Vet ſhe muſt die, elſe ſhe'll betray more Men. " 
Put out the light, and then put out the light; W 
If I quench thee, thou flaming miniſter , | Sir 
I can again thy former light reſtore , ; 
Should I repent me. But once put out thy light, | 
Thou cunning'ſt Pattern of excelling Nature, p 
I know not where is that Promethean heat ; 
That can thy light re-lume. _ Al; 
= When I have pluck'd the Roſe, * 
J cannot gi ve it vital growth again, Th 
It needs muſt wither. III ſmell it on the tree? Th 
| (Xifing her. 0 
O balmy breath, that doſt almoſt perſuade 7 
| Juſtice to break her Sword. One more, one more ; c 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee; Wh 
And love thee after. One more, and that's the laſt. T 
So ſweet, was ne'er ſo fatal. I muſt weep, Anc 
But they are cruel tears: This Sorrow's heay'nly 2 


It ſtrikes, where it doth love. She wakes. 
Deſ. Who's there, Othello? 


Oth, 
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Oth. Ay, Deſdemona, 4 

Deſ. Will you come to- bed, my Lord? 

Oth. Have you pray d to- night, Deſdemona ? 

Deſ. Ay, my Lord. 

Oth. If you bethink your ſelf of any crime 
Unreconeil'd as yet to Heav'n, and Grace, 
Sollicit for it ſtraight, | 

Deſ. Alack, my Lord, 
What _ _ mean by that ? 

Oth, Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by. 
I would not kill thy unprepared Spirit, 
No, Heav'ns forefend, I would nor kill thy Soul, 

Deſ. Talk * of killing ? 

Oth. — „1 do. | P 

Deſ. Then Heav'n have mercy on me, 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart. | 

Def. If you ſay fo , Ihope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Hum. | 

Def. And yet I fear you; for you're fatal then, 
When your eyes row! ſo. Why I ſhould fear I know 
Since guilt I know not: Bur yer I feel I fear. (not, 

Oh: T hink on thy ſins. — b 

Deſ. They are Loves I bear to you, 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou dy ſt. 

Deſ. That death's unnatural , * kills for loving. 
Alas, why guaw you ſo your nether- lip? 
Some bloody paſſion ſhakes your very frame; 
Theſe are Portents: But yetI hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. | 

Oth. Peace , and be ſtill. 

Deſ. 1 will ſo: What's the matter? 

Oth. That Handkerchief . 
Which J ſo lov'd, and gave thee, thou gav'ſt Caſſo. 

Deſ. No by my life and ſoul : Send for the Man, 
And ask him. 


Oth. Sweet Soul, take heed , take heed of perjury, 
G Thou 


e 


Thou art on thy Death- bed. 
Deſ. = „but not yet to die? 
Oth. Ves preſently. 
Therefore confeſs thee freely of thy ſins: 
For to deny each article with oath , 
Cannot remove, nor choak the ſtrong conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 
Deſ. Oh Heav'n have mercy on me. 
Oth. I ſay, Amen. 
Deſ. And have you mercy too; I never did 
Offend you in my life; never lov'd Caſſio, 
But with ſuch general warranty of Heav'n , 
As I might love. I never gave him Token. 


Oth. By Heav'n Iſaw my Handkerchief in's hand, 


O perjurd'd Woman ! Thou doſt ſtone my heart, 
And makeſt me call, what I intend to do, 
A Murther, which I thought a Sacrifice. 
1 law the Handkerchief. 
De/. He found it then; 
I never gave it him; ſend for him hither , 
Let him confeſs a truth, 
* Oth. He hath confeſt. 
Deſ. What, my Lord? 
Oth. Thar he hath us'd thee. 
Deſ. How? Unlawfully? 
Oth. Ay. 
Deſ. He will not ſay ſo. 
Oth. No, his mouth is ſtopp'd; 
Honeſt Jago hath ta'en order fort. 
D-/. My fear interprets then. W hat is he dead? 


Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great Revenge 


Had ſtomach for them all. 
Deſ. Alas, he is betray'd, and I undone. 


Oth. Out Strumpetl Weep'ſt thou for him to my face? 


De/. O baniſh me, my Lord, but kill me not. 
Oth. Down, Strumper. | 


+ De/. Kill me to-morrow , let me live to- night. 


O1. 


N 


id. 


O1. 


Oth. Nay , an you ſtrive. 

Deſ. But half an hour... 

Oth. Being done, there is no pauſe, 

Deſ. But while I ſay one Prayer... 

Oth. It is too late. ( Smothers her. 


Emilia at the door. 


Emil. My Lord, my Lord! What hoa! 
My Lord, my Lord! (dead? 
Oth. What noiſe is this? Not dead? Not yet quite 
I that am cruel, am yet merciful, 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain. 
So, ſo. : 
e/Emil. within.) What hoa! my Lord, my Lord! 
Oth. Who's there? 
Emil. Oh, my good Lord, I would fpeak a word 
with you. 
Oth. Ves, tis , Emilia. . « by and by... ſhe's dead, 
"Tis like ſhe comes to ſpeak of Caſſios death; 
The noiſe was high. Hah, no more moving? 
Still as the Grave. Shall ſhe come in? were't good? 
I think ſhe ſtirs again. . . No. .. what's beſt to do:? 
If ſhe come in, Feel ſure ſpeak to my Wife. 
My Wife! my Wife! what Wife? 1 have no Wife. 
Oh inſupportable! Oh heavy hour! 
Methinks it ſhould be now a huge Eclipſe 
Of Sun and Moon, and that the affrighted Globe 
Should yawn ar alteration. . . 
Amil. 1 do beſeech you 
That I may ſpeak with you. Oh, good my Lord!..., 
Oth. I had forgot thee ; Oh come in, Amilia. 
Soft , by and by, , me the curtains draw. 
Where art thou? what's the matter with thee now ? 
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Enter Emilia. 


mil. Oh, my good Lord, youder's foul mur- 
Oth. What ? Now ? ( rhers done. 
mil. But now, my Lord. 

Oth. It is the very error of the Moon, 

She comes more nearer Earth than ſhe was wont , 

And makes Men mad, | 
Emil. Caſſio, my Lord, hath kill'd 

A young Venetian, called Rodorigo. 

Ot h. Rodorigo kill'd? And Caſſio kill'd ? 

Emil. No, Caſſio is not kill'd. 

Oth. Not Caſſio kill d? Then Murther's out of tuue, 
And ſweet Revenge grows harſh. 

Def. O falſely, falſely murder'd, 

mil. Alas! what cry is that? 

Orth. That? what? 

Emil. Out, and alas! that was my Lady's voice, 
Help! help hoa ! help! Oh Lady ſpeak again, 
Sweet Deſdemona , oh tweet Miſtreſs , ſpeak, 

De. A guiltleſs death I die. 

£&mil. Oh who hath done this deed ? 

De). No body, I my ſelf, farewel ; 

Commend me to my kind Lord; oh farewel. (Dies. 
Oth. Why, how ſhould ſhe be murder'd ? 

Emil. Alas! who knows? 

Oth. You hear her ſay herſelf, it was not I. 

Amil. She ſaid ſo, I muſt needs report the truth. 

Oth. She's like a Liar gone to burning Hell, x 
"Twas I that kill'd her. ( Devil. 

mil. Oh the more Angel ſhe, and you the blacker 

Och. Sherurn'd to folly , and ſhe was a Whore. 

mil. Thou do'ſt bely her, and thou art a Devil. 

Oth. She was falle as water, 

Anil. Thou art raſh as fire, to ſay that ſhe was 

falſe. Oh 
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Oh ſhe was heav'nly true. 

Oth. Caſſio did top her; ask thy Husband elſe. 
O, Iweredamn'd beneath all depth in Hell, 
But that I did proceed upon juſt grounds 
To this extremity. Thy Husband knew it all. 

Amil. My Husband! 

Oth. Thy Husband. 

mil. That ſhe was falſe to wedlock! 

Orh. Ay, with Caſio: Had ſhe been true, 
If Heav'n would make me ſuch another world , 
Of one entire and perfect Chrylolite , 

I'd not have ſold her for it. | 

mil. My Husband ! 

Oth. Ay, t was he that told me ficſt 
An honeſt Man he is, and hates the ſlime 
That ſticks on filthy deeds. 

Amil, My Husband! 

Oth. What needs this iterauce, Woman? 

I ſay thy Husband. 

Emil. Oh Miſtreſs! Villany has made mocks witly 
My Husband ſays ſhe was falſe? (Love: 

Oth. He, Woman; 


1fay thy Husband ; do ſt underſtand the word? 


My Friend, thy Husband , honeſt , honeſt ago. 
ZEmil. If he ſay ſo , may his pernicious ſoul 
Rot half a grain a day; he lies to th heart; 
She was too fond of her moſt filthy bargain. 
Oth. Hah ! 
Ami. Do thy worlt : 
This deed of thine is no more worthy Heay'n , 
Than thou waſt worthy her, 
Oth. Peace, you were beſt, | 
mil. Thou haſt not half that power to do me harm 
As I haveto be hurt. Oh Gull ! oh Dol: ! 
As ignorant as dirt; thou haſt done a deed... 
I care not for thy Sword , I'll make thee known , 
Though 1 loſt twenty lives... Help! help ! hoa! help ! 
G 3 E 
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The ä 8 kill'd my Miſtreſs, Murther , mur⸗ 
er 


Enter Montano, Gratiano , and Jago. 


Mon. What is the matter; How now, General? 
Emil. = „are you come Jago? You have done 
well, 

That Men muſt lay their Murthers on your neck. 
Gra. What is the matter ? | 
Emil. Diſprove this Villain, if thou be'ſt a Man, 

He ſays thou toldſt him that his Wife was falſe: 

I know thou didſt not, thou' rt not ſuch a Villain. 

Speak, for my heart is full. 

Jago. I told him what I thought; and told no more 

Than what he found himſelf was apt and true. 

mil. But did you ever tell him, ſhe was falſe? 
7ago. I did. 
AÆmil. You told a lie, an odious damned lie: 

Upon my Soul a lie; a wicked lie. 

She falſe with Caſſio? did you ſay with Caſſio? | 
ago. With Caſio, Miſtreſs, go to, charm your 

rongue, ' ( ſpeak, 
Emil. ] will not charm my tongue; Iam bound to 

My Miſtreſs here lies murthered in her bed. 

All. Oh Heav'ns forefend ! 
Emil. And your reports have ſet the murther on. 
Oth. Nay , ſtare not, Maſters , it is true indeed. 
Gra. Tis a ſtrange truth. 
Mon. Oh monſtrous Act. 
Emil. Villany ! villany ! villany ! 

I think upon't... I think... I ſmell't... O villany ! 

I thoughr ſo then: II kill my ſelf for grief: 

O Villany, Villany! (home. 
Jago. What, are you mad? I charge, you, get you 
Emil. Good Gentlemen, let me have leave to "_ ; 

is 
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Tis proper I obey him, but not now: 
Perchance, Jago, I will ne'er go home. 
oth. Oh! oh! oh! ( Falls on the bed. 
Emil. Nay , lay thee down and roar : 
For thou haſt kill'd the ſweeteſt Innocent , 
That e er did lift up eye. 
Oth. Oh ſhe was foul! 8 
I ſcarce did know you, Uncle; there lyes your Niece, 
Whoſe breath indeed, theſe hands have newly ſtop'd. 
I know this act ſhews horrible aud grim, 
Gra. Poor Deſdemona ! I am glad thy Father's dead; 
Thy match was mortal to him; and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain. Did he live noc, 
This fight would make him do a deſperate turn; 
Vea, curſe his better Angel from his fide, 
And fall to reprobation. 
Oth. 'Tis pitiful , but yet Jago knows, 
That ſhe with Caſſio hath the act of ſhame 
A thouſand times committed. Caſſio confeſt it, 
And ſhe did gr ati fie his amorous works, 
With that recognizance and pledge of love, 
Which l firſt gave her; I ſaw it in his hand; 
It was a Handkerchief, an antick token 
My Father gave my Mother. 
Emil. Oh Heav'n! Oh heav'nly Powers! 
Jago. Come, hold your peace. 
Emil. T will out, t will out.. I peace! 
No, I will ſpeak as liberal as the North, 
Let Heav'n, and Men, and Devils, let them all, 
All, all, cry ſhame againſt me, yet Il ſpeak. 
ago. Be wiſe and get you home. 
Emil. will not. Jago offers to — Wife. 
Gra. Fie, your ſword upon a Woman - 
Emil. Oh, thou dull Moor, | 
That Handkerchief thou ſpeak'ſt of 
I found by fortune, and did give my Husband ; 
For often, with a fulemn carneſtneſs , 
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More than indeed belong'd to ſuch a trifle , 

He begg'd of me, to ſteal it. 

Jago. Villanous Whore! 

Amil. She give it Caſio! No, alas I found it, 

And I did give tmy Husband - 

Jago. Filth, thou lieſt. 
Emil. By Heav'n I do not; Ido not, Gentlemen: 

Oh murd'rons Coxcomb , what ſhould ſuch a Fool 

Do with ſo good a Wife? (Jago breaks through and 

wounds his Wife , then runs out, 

- Oth. Are there no ſtones in Heav'n, 

But what ſerve for the Thunder? pernicious Villain! 
Gra. The woman falls; ſure he hath kill'd his Wife 
Emil. Ay, ay; Oh lay me by Miſtreſs' fide, 

Gra. He's gone, but his Wife's kill'd. (pon, 
Mon. Tis a notorious Villain; take you this wea- 

Which I have here recover'd from the Moor : 

Come, guard the door without, let him not paſs, 

But kill him rather; I'll after that ſame Villain, 

For 'tis a damned flave. (Exit. 
Orth. I am not valiant neither; 

Pur every puny whipſter gets my ſword, 

But why ſhould Honour outlive Honeſty ? 

Let it go all. 

Emil. What did thy ſong boad, Lady? 

Hark, canſt thou hear me ? I will play the Swan, 

And die in Muſick ; Willow, Willow , Willow... — 

Moor, ſhe was chaſt, ſhe lov'd thee, cruel Moor, 

So come my Soul to Bliſs, as I ſpeak true; 

So ſpeaking as I think, Idie, I die, ( Amilia dies. 

Oth. 1 have another weapon in this chamber, 

It was a Sword of Spain, the Icebrooks temper; 

Oh here it is: Uncle, I muſt come forth. 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coſt thee dear; 

Thou haſt no weapon, and perforce muſt ſuffer, 
Oth. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me; 


Or naked asI am I will aſſault the. 
9 | Gra: 
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Gra. What is the matter? 

Oth. Behoid I have a weapon: 
A better never did it ſelf ſuſtain 
Upon a Soldier's thigh. I have ſeen the day; 
That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 
I have made my way through more impediments , 
Than twenty times your ſtop. But, oh vain boaſt ! 
Who can controul his Fate? Tis not ſo now. 
Be not afraid, though you do ſee me weapon'd , 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt, 
And very ſea-mark of my utmoſt fail. 
Do you go back diſmaid ? Tis a loſt fear: 
Man but a ruſh againſt Othello's breaſt , 
And he retires. Where ſhould Othello go? 
Now.. how doſt thou look now? Oh ill-{tar'd Wench ! 
Pale as thy ſmock! When we ſhall meet at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heav'n, 
And Fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl? 
Even like thy Chaſtity. O curſed Slave! 
Whip me, ye Devils, 

From the poſſeſſion of this heav'nly fight; 

Blow me about in wands, roaſt me in ſulphur , 
Waſh me in ſteep down gulfs of liquid fire... 
Oh Deſdemona | Deſdemona l Dead! Oh, oh! 


Enter Lodovico, Caſſio led in wounded, Montano , 
and Jago Priſoner , with Officers. 


Lod. Where is this raſh, and moſt unfortunare Man? 

Oth. That's he that was Othello: Here I am. 

Lod. Where is that Viper? Bring the Villain forth. 

Oth. I look down towards his feet; but that's a fable: 

If that thou beeſt a Devil, I cannot kill thee. 

(Othello wounds Jago. 

Tod. Wrench his Sword from him. 

ago. I bleed, Sir, but not kill'd. 

Oth. I am not ſorry neither, I'd have thee live; 
For 
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For in my ſenſe, tis happineſs to die. 

Lod. Oh thou, Othello, that waſt once fo good, 
Faln in the practice of a curſed Slave, 

What ſhall be ſaid to thee ? 

Oth. Why any thing ; 

An honourable Murtherer if you will : 
For noughr I did in hate, but all in Honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confeſt his villany-; 
Did you and he conſent in Caſſio's death? 

Oth. Ay. | 

Caſ. Dear General, I never * you cauſe. 

Oth. 1 do believe it, and I ask your pardon: 
Will you, I pray, demand that demy Devil, 
Why he hath thus enſnar'd my Soul and Body ? 

Jago. Demand me nothing; what you know, you 
From this time forth, I ne'er wil ſpeak a word. (know: 

Lod. What ? Not to pray ? 

Gra Torments will _ our lips. 

Oth. Well, thou doſt a. 

Tod. Sir you ſhall underſtand what hath befaln; 
Which as I think, you know not; here is a Letter, 
Found inthe pocket of the flain Rodorigo, 

And here another ; the one of them imports 
The death of Caſſio to be undertook 
By Rodorigo. 

Oth. O Villain! : 

Caf. Moſt heatheniſh, aud moſt groſs. 

Lod. Now , here's another diſcontented paper 
Found in his pocket too; and this it ſeems , 

Rodorigo meant t'have ſent this damned Villain; 
But that belike Jago in the interim 
Came in, and ſatisfy'd him. 

Oth. O the pernicious Caitiff! 

How came you, Caſſio, by that Handkerchief 
That was my Wife's? 

Caf. 1 found it in my Chamber; 8 

And he himſelſ confeſt it but even now, 3 
- at 
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Thar there he dropt it for a ſpecial purpoſe 
Which wrought to his deſire. 
Orth. O Fool, Fool, Fool! 

Caſ. There is beſides, in Rodorigo's Letter, 
How he upbraids ago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the Watch; whereon it came 
That I was caſt; and even but now he ſpake 
After long ſeeming dead, Fago killd him, 
ago ſet him on. 


Lod. You muſt forſake this room, and go with us; 


Your power and your command is taken off, 
And Caſſio rules in Cyprus. For this Slave, 
If there be any cunning cruelty, a 
That can torment him much, and hold him long, 
It ſhall be his. You ſhall cloſe Priſoner reſt , 
Till that the nature of your fault be known . 
To the Venetian State Come, bring away. 
Oth. Soft you; a word or two before you go. 
I have done the State ſome ſervice; and they know't; 
No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 
When you ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak cf me as Iam: nothing exrenuate , 
Nor ſet down ought in malice. Then muſt you ſpeak , 
Of one that loy'd not wiſely , but too well; 
Of one, not eaſily jealous , but being wrought , 
Perplex'd in the extream ; of one, whoſe hand, 
Like the baſe Indian, threw a Pearl away 
Richer than all his Tribe; of one, whoſe ſubdu'd eyes, 
Albeit unuſed to the melting mood , 
Drop tears as faſt as the Arabian Trees 
Their medicinal Gum. Set you down this. 
And ſay beſides , that in Aleppo once, 
Wherea malignant, anda Turband-Turk 
Be at a Venetian, and traduc'd the State, 
I rook by chꝰ throat the circumciſed Dog , 
And ſmote him, thus. (Stabs himſelf. 
Lod. Oh bloody period! 


Gra. 
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Gra. All that is ſpoke is marr'd, : 
Oth, I kiſt thee, ere I kill'd thee : No way but this, 
Killing my ſelf to die upon —_ (Dies. 
Caf. This did I fear, bur thought he had no weapon 
For he was great of heart. 
Lod. Oh Spartan Dog ! | 
More fell than Anguiſh, Hunger, or the Sea, 
Look on the tragick loading of this bed; 
This is thy work ; the object poiſons fight, 
Let it be hid · Gratiqno , keep the houſe, 
And ſeize upon the Fortunes of the Moor, 
For they ſucceed to you. To you, Lord Governor, 
Remains the cenſure of this helliſh Villain: 
The time, the place, the torture, oh inforce it. 


. Myſelf will ſtraight aboard, and to the State, 


This heavy act, with heavy heart relate. 
(Exeunt. 


IE. 


